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Recently,  the  intellijent  v/o  r  I  d  has  awakened  to  the 
fact  that  our  college  youth  have  free  and  independent 
opinions  of  this  world  and  its  affairs.  The  rijht  to 
have  these  opinions  is  of  course  obvious.  The  whole- 
some and  i  n  sp  i  rat  i  on  al  attitude  of  youth  :j<  owing  into 
manhood  and  womanhood  is  nowhere  better  mirrored  than 
in    the    poetic    utterances    of    these   colle^je    students. 

This,  the  second  Anthology  of  College  Poetry,  comes 
into  being,  mainly  because  of  the  tremendous  response 
accorded  the  First  i^nthology-  This  year,  more  than 
s s X  - 1 ho usand  manuscripts  were  received,  and  over  two 
hundred    colleges    are    represented 


The  wofk  cont-'^ined  herem  represents  the  hopes  and 
sympathiesofouf  future  citszenS;  ou*"  industries,  our 
a^'t  and  cu^tu'^e  our  government,  and  ouf  educators. 
We  need  have  no  compunctions  as  to  the  futu'"e  -  it  is 
in    oood    hands. 
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any  thknks  to  the  Instructors  and  "^aads  of  English 
Departments  who  ha'/e  made  this  Antholo-^jy  possible-  ''.'e 
hope  they  all  join  us,  in  looking  forward  to  a  bigger 
and    better    Anthology    in    IQI'l. 
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SHORT     POEM     OF     REGRET 

Ibbert  Schwirnmer  -  Temple  U.,    Philadelphia 

Shattered  my  Grecian  marble  among  the  pieces 

Strewn  along  endless  corridors 

'3y  your  rude  Ptoman  speech.    Articulate 

Anns  and  smooth  thiyhs  wrought  from  life 

Lie  shattered  now.   Conceived   in  youthful  heat 

In  ten  bold  and  hopeful   strokes  !   checked 

Each  graceful  contour,    found  each  true  and  then 

You  spoke. 


JOU  RN  EY 

.Jean  V.   Bowen  -  0.  of  Maryland 

The  overflowing  of  a  soul    into  the  infinite 

Is  like  the  sound  of  clear  white  birches  in  the  moonlightc 

It  is  a  cup  of  water  poured   into  the  sea 

That  lies  expectant  like  a  v\'oman  yreat  with  child. 

And  who  is  waitiny,   yet  complete. 

It  glides   into  the  infinite  without  a  ripple. 

Yet" there  is  not  a  single  particle  in  that  vast  ocean 

I'^hich  does  not  know  it,   and  knowing  is  not  glad. 


on     SEE!M3    MOri^-OBJ  ECTi  VE     ART 

Rita  Chamiatz  -  3oucher  G. ,  Baltimore,  '"do 

"hat  wondrous  masters  these,  who,  in  a  time 
Of  knotted  strife  and  turbulent  event, 
Can  fashion  stirring  beauty  from  a  line, 
i.'rest  loveliness  from  pain  and  sad  lament, 
'■hose  triangles  and  squares  so  well  composed 
The  striking  strength  of  strightness  do  attest^ 
Hi  rough  symmetry  a  fiery  soul  exposed. 
Through  rigid  balance  have  a  thought  expressed. 
Through  ceaseless  efforts  have  so  sternly  shown 
That  in  this  oft  befuddled,  complex  v/orld 
ihe  seed  of  beauty  only  can  be  sown 
l.'hen  from  us  vain  adornment  we  have  hurled; 
For  all  true  beauty  will  forever  be 
Of  bareness,  straightness,  and  simplicity. 


HE     WAS     WISE     AND     STROK'3 

Phyllis  X    snie''l'"3  -  *^delphi    Colleje,    Brooklyn 

l.e  sunk    into  the  soft  f  1  esr.  of  sofa, 

And  my  eye  travelled   his  jranit-e  forehead, 

his  rx)se  of  controlled  jone, 

his  blue  lips  whicii  opened 
i^^nd  fed  nie  statistics: 
Poetry  slippered    in  steel-jray  feetc 
I    sat,    and  he  talked=    I    searclied  for  spaces 

and  tlien  1    said  yes, 

noddii>j  eyes,   my  voice= 

I    sat,    and  he  talked,   ''e  vias  wise  and   stron3= 
■'e  ne\/sr  told  rne   if  he  laughed  or  cried, 

SCENE 

''ancy  lell   lesson  -  3ryn  lawr  Coller;e,    Pa. 

A  soft  nay  morning 

Husy  with  the  zum  of  bees  yossipiny  to  the  snapdrajons. 

Small   boys  play  noisily   in  tlie  warm  sprinj  air, 

Tops  spin,   —  and  small,   tanned  iiands,    incongruously  adept, 

Shoot  "moonies"  at  brightly  spinning  balls  of  glass. 

"opscotch  and  jump-rope,    —  plut,    plut,    —  upon  the  hard  jray  pavement. 

Absurd  pigtails  tied    in  bows  of  monstrous  size, 

And  short,   plaid  dresses,    shyly  revealing  young,    hard   ieys, 

iruised,    —  thin,    —  and  sanehow  symbolically  sweet  and  very  touching. 

An  old  nan  pauses, 

Absently  1  Ijhting   a  friendly  briar, 

And  smiling,   —  reminisces, 

Lost   in  dreams  of  the  m.oments  dead. 

Fled    into  the  siler.ce  of  —  Nowhere. 


A     Ff  3HT 

John  Welsh  III   -  Harvard  !i. 

A  stori;)  came  down,    roaring  tempest,    rdqln^ 
hunder  and  madly  dashing  1  ijnts  striking 
Into  the  rock  and  pine  of  iwuntains  with 
!>eads  higli,    white  tops,   crystal   blanket  covered; 
Standing  we  watched  secure  from  our  Cciiin 
At  the  head  of  ancient  laid  Creek  Canyon. 
I'e  could  see  this  battle  of  the  iTonsters 
And  yearned  to  help  our  earth   in  the  s-^rugjl  e. 
^ow  calm  we  v/ere,    hov;  safe  inside,    entranced 
■0  think  this  storm  was  made  for  us  to  see. 
Yet,    in  such  blasts,    wild  winds  fury  tumult 
v"igh  on  tiie  mountain  tops,    no  man  could   live 
To  say  he  had  seen    lods  fijhtiny,   over  space 
And   lofty  peaks^     "o  man  has  ever  been 
Thus  blessed.    Savage  warfare  by  flagrant  clouds 
■j'ith  mountain  crags  mocks  hirnan  power  and 
Man's  desire  to  conquer  all  with  passion: 
:'*an  cannot  bring   quiet  peaceba  "ature'^s  giantsi 
I'.'e  stood  amazed   and  felt  the  battle's  migiit 
And  drsiiX  sloe- ^j in  while  Grahams  spun  on  the  disko 


LEPRECHAUNS 

John  ko  -  Trinity  U. ,    San  Antonio 

Lst' s  leap  like  fauns  Let  us  sip  dew 
With  Leprechauns  As  we  dance  to 

'nd  saraband  with  Sprites,  The  Wee-Folks'    tiny  tunes, 

^r  Siiall  we  sing  Or  tike  a  boat 

A  silly  thing  (^ose  petals  float) 

To  while  away  our  nights?  And  sail  on  moonlit  dunes. 

fbr  a  boiver, 

For  just  an  lour, 
Let's  use  a  flower-cup, 
out  with  the  dawn 

i^ie  nust  be  -jone 
For  then  t!ie  spell    is  up! 

WAITING     FOR     YOU 

^arbara  Jeanne  -likkelsen  -  Pacific  Union  C. ,    .'^njwin,    Cal, 

?ittin;j   here,    waitin-j  for  you  Space  feels  the  insistent  push 

Time  and  space  have  sound.  '^f  the  wind,    and  the  touch 

r.r^acf-  '^p.rries  th^  eclio  ^^  ^  "''®®  bend  in.  davn 

Of  1  ittie  f^et  runnin,,    running,  '"  ^'^'  ^'^^^^  '"'^s^'  '^^"•^''"'^  " 

And  of   impersonal  voices  Tir.ie  has  its  eclio  tcx)  -- 

Sayiny,  Tiie  long  sound  of  old  words  tliat 

"How  green  the  grass    is  ^-siieiriber  ~ 
In  tie  parkl"  "I    love  you." 

and 
"Purple  becomes  you,    'larriet." 

SOLILOQUY 

Jack  K'insor  -  '.'.   of  Chicago 

Pay  an  lajiterns  toss  madly  upon 
jreen  Ijranchen  tonight, 
Shadowed  trees  sway  lustfully  in  the  wind. 
5  yiddy  riraofi  staggers  —  reels  across  tne  heavens! 
Letting  down  streamers  of   1  ijht 
From  its  Silver  Tiara. 

It  lurches  feverishly  across  the  rolling  crests 
Of  storm  clouds  ... 
As  darting   Firs  flies  swim  fiercely 
Through  the  drov/ned  channels  of  the  night. 
I    feel  the  hot  breath  of  the  Hoon 
Upon  i'liy  face  .... 
I    see  her  Crimson  Lips 
Kiss  tiie  Rose  trell  i  s  outside  my  window; 
■'er  long  Scarlet  fingers 
Caress   it  with  their  burning  Touch  — 
And   I   ani  drunk!   — 

Drunk  from  flagons  of  torrid  excitement. 
Anticipation  — 
Tomorrow  is  my  !3ridal    slight! 
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TWERE 


Ronald  Lawrence  -  Hew  York  U. 


Where  the  green  vale  stretches  out  to  mother  sun, 

Where  the  flowers  practice  their  ballet, 

Where  the  birds  romp  for  fun, 

Where  night   is  ruled  by  king  day, 

There  you  shall   find  me  lying 

In  stacks  of  golden  hay, 

There  you  shall   see  me  inhalin^j  sweet  air 

As   if  it  were  the  god's  nectar. 


Daoma  Winston  -  George  washinyton  U.,   V.'ashington,   D.C. 

From  where  I   lie 
The  window  pane 
Is  dark  and  square 
And  marked  with  rain. 
Sut  I   see  a  star. 


ABSTRACTI ON 

Paul  G.  Hencke  -   St.  Louis  I'.,  Yjo. 

Somewhere  there  was  a  begmning;  somewhere  an  ending, 

and  in  the  interlude 

a  stranye  experience. 

And  the  recollection  transcends  the  experience 

and  the  moments  are  like  animal  feet 

rustlinrt  the  dry  leaves  on  the  forest  floor; 

heard  by  the  jrsat  oak  and  the  shadowy  ■  ern  and  the  fairy  drui« 

but  unheard  by  me 

except  in  the  sudden  emptiness  of  abstraction- 

thus  is  remembrance,  and  deep  ase  thought* s  declivities. 


RELEASE 

El  dean  Clarke  -  Ottawa  !J.,    la. 

I'd  like  to  throw  myself  on  earth's  wann  chest 

To  lie  in  quiet  solitude  and  weep 

iihere  singing  blades  of  grass  in  closeness  pressed 

''ill   fill  rny  heart  with  faith,   then,    after  sleep 

f^.ebuild  my  life  by  nature's  peaceful  plan„ 

In  silent  rest   I'd  listen  to  the  birds; 

I'd  feel  the  pulse  of  life  that  throbs  through  man 

And  earth  --  a  healing  without  use  of  worlSc 

The  cloud  of  fairy  cloth  in  j  hunij  on  trees 
''■ill   dull   the  pain  my  loss  of  you  has  brought; 
The  gently  soothing,   apple-scented  breeze 
Recalls  a  frayrant  garden  filled  with  thought. 
You   live  within  each  thing  v/e  used  to  love. 
Their  presence  stills  the  grief  within  my  soul. 
The  stars  we  used  to  see  still  wink  above, 
And  all   the  v/orld  we  loved  will  make  me  whole. 


il 

FOR  YOU  WHO  STAYED  BEHIND 

George  Logan  Price,  Jr.   -  U.  of  California,    Los  Angeles 

For  you  who  stayed  ... 
For  whom   in  vain  we  prayed; 
You  who  paid   in  full   the  price 
For  freedom;    a  cornerstone  is  laid. 
A  dedication  to  you    is  made 
For  a  monument  to  your  sacrifice; 
"ot  of  stone,   cold  and  grayed, 
Ifc'ith  chiseled    inscriptions  to  fade, 
T(j  crumble  as  meiiX)ries  depart; 
3ut  with  enduring  love   inlaid, 
A  memorial    strong  and  unafraid  ... 
A  pledge  to  peace  within  our  heart. 

L I STENI NG 

Ricliard  Otis  -  U.   of  Oregon 

There  is  a  time  when  the  air 
bears  a  myriad  of  magic  tones. 
Like  a  sh i nrner I ng  s i  1  ver  vido 
a  mighty  fugue  from  dust   is  woven. 

The  music  rises  until   the  hall 
can  hold  no  more  of  this  enchantment. 
And  then,   from  the  imprisoning   strands, 
there  bursts  at  last  a  human  soul. 

Bird-like  it  soars  to  freedom  from 
the  vibrant  pipe  and   ivory  key. 

PO  ET'  S     PRIMER 

Margaret   E.    "udd  -  3ryn    lawr  College,    Pa„ 

Mere,  take  my  book  of  fairy-tales, 
Forerunner  of  poetry's  magic  play: 
The  tutor  of  a  thousand  nightingales. 

Fragrant  and  clean  as  green-washed  vales, 
More  fertile  than  an  apple  blossom  spray  — 
ffere,   take  my  book  of  fairy-tales 

That  rigs  young  minds  with  sparkl  ing  sails 
To  skim,  gem-cargoed,  Imagination's  bay  — 
The  tutor  of  a  thousand  nightingales. 

The  piper's  lure  will    never  fail 

V-'hile  legend  spurs  young  poets  on  their  way; 

Here,   take  my  book  of  fairy-tales. 

A  tlxjusand  and  one  nights  should  pale 
In  reverence  to  wise  fantasy's  display  — 
The  tutor  of  a  thousand  nightingales. 

So  let  the  ancient  lore  prevail 
You  tiny  poets  of  a  future  day,: 
Mere,   take  my  book  of  fairy-tales, 
The  tutor  of  a  thousand  nightingales. 
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X  I  3HT 


Arthur  L.  Zapel,  Jr.  -  (J.  of  Wisconsin 


Chambered  in  enfolded  rose 

Slumbers  the  touch less  night  away; 
Dissolving  in  the  shrouded  darl< 

Impurities  of  earthly  day. 


REVISIT    OF    A     MEMORY 

Carolyn  Noel   -  3i  rrn in gh an- Southern  Co,    Ala. 

My  ghosts  flung  out  of  their  tombs, 

Rose  to  a  crescendo,   assailed  me. 

My  impregnable  mask  was  shattered  off= 

Desolation 
Gripped  me. 


T  R  A  N  S  I  T  I  0  ri  /5  L  E 

Bette  Stratman  ~  Culver-Stockton  C. ,   Canton,   -bo 

■^'ote:  This  Shakespearean  sonnet  covers  the  earth's  changes,   first  the 
seasons,  and  then  night  and  day. 

A  sombre  sphere  all    in  tranquillity  — 
Transparent   ice,   the  symmetry  of  snow, 
Winter  —  an   ice-blue  sky,   frigidity 
Of  stars;   then  subtle  Spring,  the  earth's  halo. 
The  renaissance  of  April,   butterflies 
Of  gossamer;    sweet  Summer  with   its  sun  — 
Bronzed  sands,  mosaic  shade,   cerulean  skies; 
Frost's  witchery  in  scarlet-gold,   Autumn, 
Subdued  by  silver  rain  and  migrant  bird. 
Translucent  dav^m,   a  citron  sun,   prelude 
Of  Day  —  an   iridescait  day,   unheard 
terrestrial   harmony;   twilight,    postlude 
In  silver-sombre  notes;   then  dusky  i'ight, 
A  silhouette  ~-  a  cycle  of  delijhL 

SO?!  3     FROM     /     H  I  LLTO  P 

Sylvia  J.   Phillips  -  Otterbein  C„,   Westerville,   0. 

I    long  to  be  the  poet  of  the  hills  — 
'rite  of  their  eloquence,    but   I  an  mute 
Hefore  their  majesty,   eternal,   calma 
I    likewise  find  no  vfords  v/hen   I   behold 
'humility  like  theirs,   that  shelters  life 
Of  any  sort,   unquestioninjj,   secure. 
The  poet  sings  that  what  he  loves  may  live; 
There   is  no  need  to  celebrate  the  hills  ~ 
They  do  not  live  in  me,   but   I    in  them, 
And  only  he  will  understand  who  knows 
The  dai-jn  from  hilltops  wet  with  morn  in  j  dew, 
l.'ho  sees  the  wrld  spread  out   in  early  hours, 
And  then  beholds  the  sunset,   all  too  soon    - 
I'nowiny  full  well  there  comes  another  day 
npon  the  hilltop,   after  he  is  gone 
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ESaTI SM 

i^ugene  Arnold  Craig  -  Middlebury  Co,    Vt. 

Stones 

With  awe  I   contemplate 

When  on  a  distant  peak  they  rise 

Their  massive  might  unto  the  skies. 

,  ien 

liith  scorn   !   look  upon 

ilho  believe  themselves  the  fact 

For  which  the  rest  was  born. 

C0[^  V  ALESC  EMCE 

Emily  L.  *A'right  -  I'Jinthrop  Co.,    S.C. 

The  heart  I   nursed  to  life  is  well   at  last. 

The  ugliness  of  every  scar  has  healed. 

All  memories,   all  used-to-bes  are  past, 

And  now  the  dreams  my  heart  embraced  must  yield 

Their  captive  to  another  world,    apart, 

Too  bitter  for  the  sweet  release  of  tears, 

To  nights  alone  with  no  one  in  my  heart. 

And  then,   the  empty  nothingness  of  years. 

A  TO  Ml  QUE 

Albert  T.    Lamb  -  /.utgers  U. 

3odI   how  good  to  hear  the  din  of  peace' 

To  know  the  War  is  o'  erl 

To  see  the  little  people  in  the  streets, 

Exultant,  weeping,    laujhinj,    praying  — 

Hysterical    in  their  happinessi    ..» 

'■'ot  crumpled,   battered  bodies  bathed   in  blood 

As  were  the  awesome  scenes  abroad,   ... 

uot  cringing  humans  huddled   in  some  shelter 

Like  trembling,   frightened  field  mice, 

'■aiting  for  metal  ic  hawks  to  pass, 

Haviny  laid  their  eggs,   ... 

3ut  people  who,   having  witnessed  death 

Yet  preferring  1 ife, 

Decreed  a  terrible  destruction, 

Tlius  restoring  peace  v'ith  v^bt, 

And  havinj  life  and  love  and   laujhter 

Once  again  assured. 

Scarce  comprehend  the  magnitude  of  this. 

For  here  life  and  death,    peace  and  v/ar, 

Time  and  space  at   last  all  meet. 

The  secret  of  the  universe, 

Atomic  energy,   --  Forniidable  and  yet  abashed, 

Lies  naked   In  man'  s  fait'  ring  hand, 

Siminering,   smouldering. 

I'Jill    it  briny  eternal   peace  and  elevation 

Or  oblivion  and  self-annihilation? 

Man  has  wrested  from  ood  the  fruit  of  heaven  and  hell: 

So  may  he  exalt  or  destroy  himself  and  the  world  as  well' 


SONG  FOR  MARCH 

Muriel    ibogstraet  -  Webster  C. ,   Mo. 

Someday   in  March,    when  the  sun  beams  mild 
And  the  poplars  whisper  low, 
Steal    away  from  the  dreary  haunts  of  man 
And   into  the  woodlands  go. 

There's  a  warm,   damp  smell    in  the  woods    in  narch, 

And  the  first  hardy  robins  sing, 

And   in  the  earth  all  the  wild  flowers  lie 

And  wait  for  the  call   of  Spring^ 

3o  forth   in  the  live,   wet  ^sweetness 
0f  a  windy,    wild  March  day^ 
For  you  must  have  seen  the  woods   in  March 
To  know  the  magic  of  Hay. 


MOMENT     OVER     A     BRIDGE 

Doris  Sauman  -  Brooklyn  College 

Cathedrals  look  best    in  such  a  mist, 
Touched  with  spirit  and  heaven  hope; 
The  vowels  of  their  bells  still  sing, 
Prolonged    in  grey  folds  of  stone, 

At  esght  the  blueness  of  air  Is  all, 
Throat-full   and  eye-deep. 
The  lamps  of  waking  windows 
}uiver   (ike  expanding  tears 
Hidden  sn  the  lid  of  sleep. 

And  feel    how  the  train  tretibles: 

An  acrobat  perilous 

On  the  arms  of  athlete; 

The  bridge  astride  two  shores, 

And  the  steel    shoulders  confident. 


K  r  3  H  T     T  !!  0  U  G  H  T  S 

Harriet  Veen 


Wilson  C.. ,    Charibersburg,    Pa, 


Kight 

and  the  white  fraTies 
of  the  houses 
stand  square 
suspended   in  black. 

Tiie  darkness    is 

not  the  kind  that  eyes  can  nierce 

but 

a  blackness 

opaque 

that  stares 

back 

i  nto  your  eyes 

and 

defies 

penetration. 


Only 

white  frames  of  houses 

to  say 

that  the  street 

is  more  than 

a  sheet 

of  black  paper. 
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PERFECTFBLE     CORE 

'obert.  'jc    liollar  -  '•estem   fJeserve  ''.,    Cleveland 

Siji^ner  ends  now;   now,   barbarous  in  beauty  —  Serard  'lanley  Hopkins 

The  pain  the  anguish  the  hurt  —  say  it  is  life 

■  n-i   \   will  not  bow  my  head   in  old  surrenders 

To  ber.uty;    stars  enduring   in  the  night  before  winter, 

The  last  red  roses  blooniinj   in  decay  in  j  garden  spaces; 

!  will  answer  you   in  truths    this   is  the  last  beauty 

And   it  will   not  suffice:   t!ie  sense  is  deeper, 

-uicker  to  know  the  substantial  want,   the  inherent  need 

Of  our  mortal ityj   wann  as  any  perfectible  core 

In  nature  is  our  nind  perceivinj  its  object 

In  priin  —  to  love  to  know  the  perfectible  core. 

T[?  E     FLAM  E    OF     LIFE 

■'itchell   D.   Triwedi   -  C.C.     ,v, 

■^own  wind  in  J  mountain  paths  of  purest  while, 
Across  the  stormy  ocean   roujh  with  spray, 
i'p  slopinj  hills  of  verdure's  freshest  jreen, 
^till   see'ciny  you,    I  make  my  v/eary  way. 

lut  all   the  time   I   dread  this  loneliness 
Tliat  lijiitly  falls  dov-n  froTii  the  sky  above, 
Inshroudinj  me  in  voils  of  dark  despair, 
/or  life  is  death  when   i*;Ti  '■■■ithout  my  lovs. 

And  th'-in   I'm  hoiTie  'ijain,   close  to  my  hearth 
Where  there  is  fire,   yet  no  warmth  can  be; 
And  there  I   sit  and  v/atch  the  flame  of  life 
•ihich  flickers,   frozen  by  the  desith  of  me. 

FOR     FLUTE     A.N  D     VIOL  IM 

Xiaxine  ''aleff  -  Earlham  C. ,  iichmond,  Ind. 

A  silver  flute  is  pi  ay  in j. 

its  notes  are  silver  too. 

Tjipy  dance  about  in  sunlit  spaces 

Above  me  in  the  blue. 

A  silver  flute  is  playinj. 
Its  notes  are  swift  and  sweet 
As  if  the  fleet  god  Aercury 
A-ere  at  the  flutist's  feet. 

The  violin,   —  the  violin, 
"ov!  soft  and  stranje  and  mellow  — 
It  turns  tho  silver  of  the  flute 
into  a  JO Id en  yellow. 

The  melody,    —  the  melody, 
It  should  ijo  on  forever 
3ut  melts  away   in  hanrony 
■eside  a  silent  river. 


IS 

NIGHT     SaUNDS 

Jeanne  Buxbaum  -  Oklahoma  A.    and  '1.    C. 

Oft   iiave  I    lain  awake  on  summer  nights 

And  lieard  the  sounds  that  only  darkness  brings  — 

The  bullfrog's  croak,   the  song  the  young  frcxj  sings, 

The  hoot  of  wide-eyed  owls  on  nightly  flights, 
The  learned  song  the  katydid  recites, 

The  cheefful  chirp  of  cricket's  rubbing  wit>gs, 

And  in  my  ears  the  whip-poor-wll  1*  s  tune  ringsc 

And  to  each  different  sound  my  heart  del  ights= 
These  soothing  sounds  bring  rest  and  peace  of  mind, 

They  make  me  feel    a  kind  of  holy  bliss, 

1   feel   anew  a  love  for  all  mankind, 
All  hates  and  jealousies  I  can  dismiss; 

And   I   can  leave  the  cares  of  day  behind, 

And  calmly  drjft    into  deep  sleep's  abyss= 

0  R  f  fs !(  I  ?'.'  3     SO  N  G 

Donald  Workman  -  Hulilenberj  C» ,    Allentown,    Pa. 

Vodka,    Vodka,   my  heart    is  beating  fast, 

I'm  wanv:  and  fat  and  merry,    Liiouah  outside  a  '.virrcry  blasto 

Vcdk?..    reels  ^'S,   but   hov  it  mellows  me 

''.''li'e  !   on  my  balalaika  p^ay  a  minor  nelodyo 

Vodka,    Vodica,    I    seen  to  catch  her  eye 

in  the  potent,    limpid,    liquid  pressed  from  seeds  of   Russian  ryeo 

Vodka,    Vodka,    her  eyes  are  like  the  stars, 

r$ut  I've  left   iier  on  the  prairie  to  go  off  and  join  tie  wars= 

On  a  soldier's  life   is  lived   in  vain, 

'Mid  wii;ter  winds,    and  ^jloom,    and  mud,    and  trackless  steppes  and  pain, 

.3ut,   lb,    Yo  Ho!    it's  Vodka  makes  it  so, 

My  belly's  full  of  cold  gray  goose,    and  I   can  fee'    no  woe„ 

f^Y     CASTL-E 

Helen  Penland  -  Aurora  Co,    Illinois 

My  castle  is  a  place  of  wondrous  beauty, 
J[ts  rooms  are  filled  with  treasures,    rich  and  raru 
!all   colums,    stately-lined,    support   its  ceiling, 
And  ruz^j    deep-piled,    are  spread  out  ever/where. 

'A^  castle  is  the  world;    lod  jave   it  to  iseo 
Its  rooms  are  there,    wherever   I  may  jOo 
Its  cdiluTins  are  the  trees,    so  tall,  najestic, 
A-lined  throujhout  tne  ivorld   in  endless  row= 

Its  rugs  —  soft  grass   in  simmer,    snow  in  winter, 
Its  ce'ilinj   is  the  blue,    star-studded  sky; 
Its  treasures  are  the  sun,   the  nx)on,    the  heavens, 
Mo  kinj   upon  his  throne  has  more  than  L 

The  song  of  bird,  the  sea,   the  soft   spring  zephyr, 
The  crunching  leaves  and  Wnistliny  wind  of  fall, 
Tiie  winding  rivers,    lakes,   tlie  fir  tree  forests. 
The  mountains,    cdi^iows,    hills  ■--   I   own  then  all 
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REM  EM  BR  AM  C  E 

Jan  Subret  -  Ohio  U. 

Time  drifted  endlessly  in  our  arms, 
folded  us  gently 

Into  her  pattern  of  light  and  shadow, 
then  left  us  the  fragrance  of  centuries 
as  a  remembrance. 


PO  RTRAI  T    OF     fi     CHILD 

Don  A,   Hall  -  Phillips  Exeter  A.,  rLH. 

When  he  was  only  twelve  years  old 

He  suddenly  saw  through   it  all, 

As  quick  as  if  the  dice  had  rolled 

Some  new  intelligence  to  fall 

Lil<e  lightning  through  the  maze  of  thought 

That  yrown~up  minds  had  sternly  wrought. 

8ut  now  the  dree  were  lost  beneath 
The  pressing  weight  of  what  he  saw 
As  no-god  rose  like  Christ,   no  wreath 
Left  clinging;   and  there  lived  no  law 
To  taunt  the  dice  that  he  had  used 
when  everything  had  been  confused. 

He  saw  huge  cities  fall  away 
To  simple  earth  without  disguise. 
Ahead  the  hills  of  selfdom  lay, 
But  when  he  topped  that  sudden   rise 
He  saw  no  faces  he  had  knov/n  -— 
And  suddenly  was  all  alone. 


MY    C  0  N  N  E  C  T  (  C  0  T 

Marie  Boyd  -  Colby  C. ,  Haterville,  Me. 
Cathedral  pines 


Spicy  cedar 
■iumble  juniper 
My  Connecticut 

Hocky  meadows 

Close  cropped  pastures 

Brush  choked  fields. 

Placid  lakes 
Roaring  rivers 
Tinkl ing  brookSo 

Tobacco  fields 

Tassel ed  corn 

Sweet  and  fragrant  hay. 


Tangled  forests 

Shady  woods 

Struggl  ing  undergrowth. 

Foreboding  mountains 
Rolling  hills 
Young  knolls. 

Limestone  roads 
Dusty  trail  ways 
Lonesome  paths. 

h*  inter'  s  whiteness 
Summer"  s  green 
Autumn^  s  gold. 


i^ed  earth 
Red  rock 
Red  heritage 
Hy  Connecticut. 
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HY/iC.NTH     BUL3 

Stevenne  0' ConnelT  -  'Iqrquette  >J. ,   Milwaukee 

Lock  —   it's  sleeping,  Soon  awakened 

Curled  up  tight  —  Blossoms  bring 

Lazy,   chubby  A  bit  of  sky, 

Keophy'".e»  A  breatii  of  spring. 

Wait  --   it  flowers  3-shI      It's  sleeping 

Oresden  blue  —  Curled  up  tight, 

Precious  as  Lovely,   chubby 

The  eyes  of  you^  f'eopi)yte= 

A  N  D  E  A  V     M  0  0  !>5 

Constance  Kroeger  -  De  Paul   '-.'.,    Chicago 

All   that    is 

myself 

is  dissolved 

Into  the  thundering  silence 

pulsing   in  the  blinding  white  heat 

of   high  noon. 

Fcrgotten  by  the  mercy  of  a  3od, 

goryes, 

plains,    and  crags 

are  lost    In  the  shimmering  atmosphere. 

Tonsciousness    is  only  of  the  spi  rit-virltuse 

that   is  Death. 

You  who  were  the  sweet  sun  of  my  morning 

are  now  the  sun  of  this 

death 

at  high  noon. 

IK    TKE    FLORJiST'S     SHOP 

Franklin  ibdocker  -  Heidelberg  Cc ,   Tiffin,   0„ 

Orchids?    Thank  you,    no. 

Have  you  any  dandel  ion  blooms 

Fresh  from  the  grassy  strip 

In  the  center  of  a  little-traveled 

Country  road  that  lies 

Over  a  hill   and  along  a  streaii? 

Only  these  blossoms  wtose  roots 

Have  never  known  the  softness 

gf  a  soil  composed  of  many  generations 

Of  crimson,   green,   and  golden  maple  leaves? 

What  use  have  I  for  these 

Vlhose  heads  were  never  pummeled  by  tlie  rain? 

I    have  walked- In  grassy  tree-arched  lanes 

And  seen  dandelions  spread  on  deep  fresh  greeny 

Little  yellow  stars   In  an  emerald  sky; 

Tufts  of  golden  delicate  creation, 

Millions  of  them  sewn  for  all    of  us. 

Orchids?     Thank  you,    no. 
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PEACE 

June  E,    Alexander  -   Fresno  St.   C,  Calif, 

Tlie  murders  and  the  deadly  firing  cease 

'^or  Rank!  nd  once  again  lias  beat  arid   jroiind 

A  caiinion  er'e:^y  to  dust.      And  peace 

''as  been  proclaimed  for  all   to  iiear„     T'le  sound 

■•^f  "Peace!"   swells  forth  from  all   the  world 

And  rings  and  echoes  through  the  sky  until 

At  last  even  'leaven  must  hear„   The  sor.j    is  hurled 

Tiy  Joyous  victors  over  fiTiolderiny,   still, 

hnd  crumbled  cities.   And  the  increasing  roars 

'^f  "Peace'"   are  flun;j  across  the  sickened  land 

Hntil   t!ie  little,    unimportant  sores 

And  iiurts  and  whiinperings  of  men  are  banned 

Fron  siij'ht  or  sound.     Oh  ^iodl   teach  men  to  see 

The  cry  of  "Peace!  "  can  never  make  men  free. 

E  T  E  R  M  i  T  Y 

Lawrence  A.    janjer  -    lichigan  State  CoM&je 

On  tiie  wearing  of  the  khaki,    about  every  twenty  years. 

Our  sons  will   take  u!>  arms  again, 

Their  loved  ones  left  to  tears. 

Their  cry  shall   be  salvation,    equality  for  all, 

Where  our  fathers  failed  »efore  us, 

This  time  we  shall    not  fall. 

And  sc  you   see  eternity,    whereas  we're  bound  to  kill. 

Is  this  lod"  s  will,   that  man  dhail    kill? 

Yet  there's  another  way, 

To  spend  our  stay  on  earth. 

C-ould    it  be  happiness,   good  fellw/ship  and  mirth? 

i'x),    life  could  not  oe  1  ived  on  such  a  simple  pla.?. 

And  so  we  spend  eternity, 

To  destroy  our  fellow  man. 

MURDER     RODE    OK     KINGS 

lilly  Hanilton  -  Trinity  'J.,    San  Antonio 

The  thunder  clouds  of  war  looried  ahead    in  the  morning  sky; 

A  ha|)py  jand  of  people  curiously  wondered  why. 
They  did  not  stop  to  think  that  these  3ods  were  the  Gods  of  'lar, 

''or  did  they  fully  visualize  the  hell  that  comes  with  war„ 

The  distant  strain  of  motors  charmed  their  hearts  with  spellbound  joy. 
And  in  the  streets,   happy  little  children  played  with  their  toy. 

YesS   The  thunder  clouds  of  war  did  loom   in  the  morning   sky, 
But  the  proud,   vijilant  people  no   longer  need  ask  why  — 

As  the  serpents  of  steel   rained  from  the  l^ia^  Gods  up  above, 

And  they  knew  these  saods  wanted  to  slay  their  one  cherished   love. 

Once-proifd  hemes  shot  skyward    in  furlated  geysers  of  flame, 

While  bodies  of  helpless  children  lay  dead   in  sinless  shame. 

Yes!   The  distant  war-lords  came  with  their  moto^^s  to  the  strain, 
VJith  them  came  the  hell  that  causes  all  misery  and  pain. 

And  so  a  once  proud  city  lies  smouldering   in  the  dust. 

What  can  these  ancient  Gods  of  War  gain  by  mere  jreed  and  Lust? 
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UNCALLED 

Luc  i  1 1  e  Bl  u  goszowsk  i  -  liayn  e  U. ,   Detro  i  t 

once  i   seemed  del iyhtful ly 

afraid  of  you 

hard 

brill iant 

smooth 

1  ike  glass 

at  last   i   found 

you  are  only  transparent 

S  r  L  E  H  C  E 

Catherine  LeBlanc  -  '"arygrove  Co,  Detroit 

There  is  a  step 
™  Seyond  tears, 
Only  reached,  — 
After  years, 
~  of  crying. 

THE     R  r  S  fl  T 

John  Elia  -  Becker  Jr.   C. ,   IJorcester,   'kss. 

Ask  not  the  people  to  believe  your  theory, 
For  there  are  blind,   deceitful,    prejudiced. 
Seek  out  the  fev.'  who  know,    the  tolerant. 
Say  to  them  with  eyes  and  ears  receptive" 
"Tliese  are  my  beliefs  as  facts  disclose, 
Ho  not  condemn  me  for  a  foreign  text; 
See  but  that   I   have  right  to  my  beliefs." 


U  H  D  E  R  S  T  A  f{  D  r  N  G 

Madeleine  fIcVickar  -  C.   of  William  and  P-ary 

Just  a  dinner  table  talk, 

miscellaneous  conversation 

Behind  a  smoke  screen  ~- 

Opened  out  a  vista 

Through  which  our  words 

Floated  dovjn  on  thouyhtSn 

Just  a  friendly  nod  -- 

A  mutual   smile  returned, 

Caused  a  mind  to  change  -- 

Flicker  dimly,   as  a  candle  flame 

A  breeze,    breathing  heavily 

Ignites  a  flare  of  molten  fire; 

A  new  v/orld's  ablaze' 

All   at  once  the  foo  fades 

From  the  focus: 

Amid  the  warmth  of  laughter 

uelts  insipid   ice  of  irritation. 

Eyes  meet  and  hands,   across  the  table; 

Idealization  re-unites 

Two  common  adversaries. 
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fTORAl     CRI  TERf  A 

Irwin  Schwartz-  DaPaul   'J.,    Chicago 

Between  the  form  and  the  fact,  llame  within  a  name, 

between  the  desire  and  the  delight,  The  cause  beyond  the  response, 

™"  The  untranslataDle  act,  Through  continuity  and    interim 

The  Irrevocable  sight.  prosecute  the  sense. 

The  apple  to  decide  on  the  tree. 
The  fish  to  fall  from  the  pond« 
Through. a  conditional   heresy 
The  sign  to  recover  the  sound. 

EVER  LAST!  N3LY 

Jane  Morrison  O^ood  -  Western  C. ,   Oxford,   0. 

^'ow  silently  I   fled  to  be  with  thee 

In  d' earns  scarce  touched  by  deepning  shades  of  night; 

f'one  save  the  moonbeams   lulled  my  happy  flight 

Unfelt,    I    slipped  from  earth's  reality. 

Then  warmed  by  fragrant  sunlight  on  a  lea 

'■'here  lilacs  flamed  1  ika  candles,   jlowincj  white. 

Cooled  by  tlie  breath  of  everlastiag  light, 

!    reached  to  catch  the  star  you  tossed  to  me. 

And  then   i   knew  that  always,    niijht  and  day 

Forever  were  as  one,   n-  t   set  apart; 

Tomorrov/  travel  !n^;   up  the  dawning  way 

T' were  best    i  make  an  early-morning  start. 

Rerne'rjering  the  moon   is  as  the  day 

1   flung  your  star  to  v/arm  a  lonely  heart. 

EUL03Y     FOR    MAY    7,      jgiS 

(.  .  .  as    you    say  ,    John 

w  ii  e n    we    fight    the    next    one    w  i  t  !i .  .  . ) 

Oorotriy  jolob  -  New  York  U. 

Silent  buildings  yawn  hollow. 

Age,   creeoing  through  the  rotting  rubble 

Decays  and  dissolves.   ... 

M?.n  and  his  handiwork  sleep  together. 

Mobs  run  danciiy  down  the  street, 
Confetti,  glides  like  flowing  ale, 
And  the  brill  iant  clas'i  of  dissonant  Joys 
Hound   in  VIelcome  to  tliis  ^:ay= 

Vateful   vxsmen  kneel    and  pray, 

And  old  men  weep,   witii  blank  raw  eyes, 

And  ilieir  sated  thoughts,    and  the  church  be!  Is  breath, 

Sigh  i;velco-'?ie  for  this  Day. 


Are  you  coiiie,   blessed  Peace,   child  of  ruin. 
Sweet  from  some  Space  beyond  iviy  Time, 
Crucified  by  men,   v/ho  today  kneel   before  you  — 
3y  us.    u'ho  unleashed  that  torrent 
But  could  not  dam  its  flow. 
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A  STIIDB^P  S  PLEA 

Anne  ".    Pierce  -  S=?hittier  C,    Calif. 

You  professors,   don'  t  you  know  My  ideology,  my   lod, 

Ivithin  the  hollows  of  your  hands  Through  subtle  inference  may  fall 

You  hold  my  life?  Or  be  restored. 

Your  every  word   is  registered  3e  careful  when  you  explicate, 

v'pon  rny  mind,   upon  my  heart,   .  3e  sure  you   lead  me  to  the  truth. 

As  with  a  knife.  !   am  your  ward. 

MAXINE,      3ECAUSE     J     WAS     T II  I  M  K  H^i    OF    !J  E  R 

3eorge  "ufford  -  Calif.    Inst,  of  Technolojy 

A  soft  spring  morn  when  the  dew  is  li^ht, 

And  the  air  is  filled  with  the  frajrance  of  ni.iht, 

Sti  II  ing  ...    And  Thri  1 1  incj  . .. 

Aid  fi  II  inj  our  lungs 
With  a  new  del ight. 

A  cold  spring  morn  and  everyv/here 
Tne  birds  all  chirp  their  tiny  air, 
Singin-j  ...   and  winding  ... 

And  1  ingerin.;!  along 
Without  a  care. 

'ie  'vallc  and  we  v^alk,    viewing  the  morn, 
Viewing  the  [parkway  the  trees  adorn, 
Tiiinkinj  ...    and  drinking  ... 
And   linking  our  thoughts 
I'hich  have  just  been  ijorn,, 

!i'J  RRY     FR  I  El>'  D,     HURRY    [^  M  E 

Cleo  "ill Is  -  Orake  I!.,   ?>es    'oines 

A  feast   is  here  for  your  return, 

Tlie  staunch  old  trees  are  standing  tall. 

The  leaves  will   soon  now  match  the  sunset,       * 

':re  to  greet  you,   bejin  their  f^ll. 

Cof^e  now,   friend,   October's  clear 
And  a  high  warm  wind   is  blowing, 
"iurry  friend,   hurry  home, 
Come,   before  it  starts  its  snoi/ing' 

The  fields  are  bright,   the  skies  are  clear, 
'ctober'  s  warm,   '"October'  s   jay, 
"?ut  hurry  friend,   hasten  nc', 
For  you  have  been  co  long  away. 

'October's  wind   is  calling  you, 

'October's  flowers  are  splasliing  rad, 

"'here  out  across  the  rolling  plains 

October's  feast   is  spread. 

'■urry  friend,    hurry  hone, 
October'  s  days  are  gro'/ing   lar.en 
T-iroij_,;i  tiy  ye''.rs  for  yoi:    I've  riLay^d 
"'.it  "ctobrtr  c'imot  v/ait 
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FANTASI  A  AT  DAY  3REAK 

Ruby  Miller  -  Gallaudet  C. ,    Washington,    D.C. 

'Tis  the  hour  ^' ere  dawn,    and  the  swarthy  sky 

Is  alive,    and   lithe,    and  free^ 

!t  twists  and  turns,    it's  slant  and  sly 

And  mystic  as  the  sea  — 

The  Dipper  is  filled  with  a  frothy  brine. 

The  star-tides  ebb  and  flow, 

Then  all    at  once,    and  thin  and  fine, 

The  dawn  creeps   in  and  slow  -— 

The  fading  nijht    is  a  Chinese  fan 
That   is  fringed  with  a  streak  of  grey, 
!  t  closes  heathenishly  - —  and  then 
The  night  stars  steal   away. 

TO     A     POPLAR 

Doris  Hangartner  -   Illinois  Wesleyan  C. ,   Bloomsngton 

I    never  lock  at  you 

But  what  i   feel  that  life 

Is  a  1  ittle  better 

And  closer  too. 

I    love  the  sun  upon  your  leaves, 

Ad  at  night  the  wind  high 

I  i-  your  branches 

Like  silver  castanets, 

I    never  look  at  you 

But  what   I   know  the  sod 

is  fast  erect  sng 

A  leafy  temple  unto  2od. 

REFLECT  J  ON  S 

Johnny  Zanders  ~  Columbia  11 

As  of  twilight   1    sit  by  the  water;  ''ight  —  cool   breeze  sweeps  lazily; 

The  red  sun  sinks  under  the  surface,  A  cloud   in  flight  revewl  s  the  moon, 

!'li8n  the  waters  are  colorless  High  dark  sky  —  depths  of  water. 

Dreamy,   placid,   dark  night;  Pale,   gray,   Vv'hite   li«3ht; 
Quieto  Sijh= 

'^'lossoms  on  jentle  water  amidst  stars; 
A  hazy  veil  over  swift,    endless  dreams, 
Shortly  the  leaves  stir  —  and  slowly  cease. 
Cool,   even,    somber  deep; 
SI  eep. 

Dry  sand,    I    si  umber  by  bank 

A  nightingale  from  tree  glides  over  silent  waters, 
Heart  heavy  of  melancholy  grief, 
Hi  sty,   frothy  moon  beams; 
Dreams. 
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SA!?D 

Beverly  ^oyd  -  Brooklyn  C„ 

^ns  jrain  of  sand  can  glitter, 
Tha  smallest  glass  can  shine; 
Ho  man   is  born  to  value, 
Mo  grape  selects  its  vine 
Inconsequential   vjlow-'Ajorms 
Attempt  to  ape  a  star: 
There  is  no  greater  glory 
Than  being  what  we  are 
Jnsiijht  is  the  touchstone 
To  see,   to  prove,   to  knov/ 
The  pafect  ^gold  of  sunlight, 
The  symmetry  of  snow. 


T^^E 


/^rtf/JI^!'?    AC     C 


Bertha  Diana  Langer  -  ;'ewcomb  CoJ.,   ■!ew  "Orleans 


Leaves  appearing 
''ere  and  there, 
Sprinj  is  coming  -- 
Pays  so  fai  r. 

Rain'  s  a'  fai  1  ing, 
It' s  the  season, 
Flow'  rs  need  water 
That'  s  the  reason. 

?lun'  s  a"  shining 
V.QM  and  then, 
Bi  rds  are  singing  - 
I'ear  that  wren? 


See  the  blossoms, 
Colors  so  rare. 
People  whistl ing  — 
'^o  more  care. 

Brook'  s  a'  babbl  ing, 
3ees  a-  humming. 
Let  you  know  — 
Sprinj   is  coming. 

Spring  is  coming. 
Yes,    it'  s  near; 
Spring  is  coming  — 
See  —  it'  s  herel 


Phyll  is  Frenkin- 


Rriar  Cliff  C, ,    Sioux  City 


fierie  night,  weird  with  wild  cry  of  ducks  seeking 

Si lenced  water; 

Ch  ee  r 1  ess  night  f  i 1 1 ed 

'■'ith  the  dry,   ••'indborne  leaves  of  death; 

Ni'jht  portent ious 

With  the  white  hoar  of  ghosts  reaching 

Hilltop, 

And   lowlcind  where  these 

Iwo  seek  eternity. 

!n  moment  intimate 

Tiiey  grope  again  for  the  warm  fire 

^f  eyes  friendly  with  the  hazy  smoke 

Of  shared  dream  — 

The  hoar  frost  comes  between. 

Mow  in  a  month  of  many-colored  moods 

Comes  this  falseness: 

:'!ow  the  loved  Autumn  flees,    and  alone 

The  lowland  tree  goes 

To  a  barren  death 
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THE    U  RGE     Wr  TH  IN 

lien  ^nith,  Jr.    -  U.   of  Tulsa 

The  urje  within  that  sleeps  and  wakes  to  speak, 
And  yet  cannot  be-speak  that  what's  within, 
noes  create   in  the  shadow  of  the  meek, 
A  mirnic  ?i0d'  s  yreat  wrks  of  no  deep  sin; 
Such  urge  inust  find  expression  of  the  soul 
Tliru  planes  or  branches  of  creative  art, 
3ut  \\^\]e  the  soul   demaiids  a  voice,   a  role, 
It  needs  to  have  the  tools  'vith  which  to  start. 
";ut,    all    in  all,    tli?  soul  will   find  someday, 
Creation's  davjn  of  soulful   \'jork  and  way. 

AP0L03Y     FOR     DEATH 

Jean  Deering  Morgan  -  Pacific  I'nion  C. ,   Angwin,    Calif. 

Excuse  him,    please,     ''e 

Being  less  than  spirit, 

Less  than  soul,   than  bone, 

Slunt  messenger  boy  of  time 

Without  time's  eloquence 

Of  liquid  motion,   streets  of  sound. 

Of  stumbling  beauty  spi lied  across  the  sky 

Of  years,   and  life  that  spreads 

Like  trees  in  galaxy  -- 

He  is  not  to  blame. 

You  would  not  hold  a  callboy 
Responsible  for  his  corfrpany' s  orders. 
He  does  not  see  nor  feel  nor  understand 

Sehind  his  smart  gray  uwiform  

Excuse  him,   please. 

M  (  L  L     SPRING    K'  E  V  E  R     COME 

Ed i  th  I'a Iters  -  Temp  1  e  U . ,    Rh  i  1  adel  ph i a 

Cold  wind  turns 

and  then   returns, 

while  days  grow  lonjer 

inevitable  like  death  and  birth 

distilled  from  joyous  living, 

indifferent  to  the  hopes  of  spring   it  crushes. 

White  wind  unwlii  rls 

and  then  rewhi  rls, 

in  air-spun  whiteness 

inviolate  in  soft  and  silky 

accents  against  the  curve  of  trees, 

indifferent  to  the  greenness  of  spring   it  covers. 

.  Sharp  wind  ascends 
and  then  descends, 
with  winter  shadows 
sketched  queenly  and  piously 
marked  hauteur  of  belonging, 
indifferent  to  the  warmth  of  spring   it  mocks 
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GRAY     DAWN 


Robert  Tucker  -  C.   of  llooster,  Ohio 


Hxtsr  the  p*5nitence,   ijitter  the  grief 

Bitter  the  kiss,   beyond  belief 
Out  of  the  cjnber  edges  of  only  a  sleep  ago 
Exudes  an  honied  aching  and  recluse  afterglow; 
Sonething  which  passed,    !  thi;ik,    when  your  tactless  eyes  !   liiet 
In  a  restaijrant  filled  wit'i  ^-.lusic  o<.=    and  siiadows  and  regrets 
lihac   1    need   is  a  darl<ling  anjel   abdj  oh  an  ivory  wire 
'^iiom  I   can  hanj  fran  ny  room's  snail    ceiling   and  love 
.lithout  dasire= 


ON     THE     V  I  E  W   :  F  R  0  M     T  !l  E     A  DM  \  11,      3 1!!.  S  L  D  I  K  i 
Cecily  Sherk  -  Canal    Zone  J r^    Co 

Oh  that  nature  might    impart 

A  little  of   its  beauteous  grace, 
To  men,    who  sickened  with  despair, 

laze  on   it  from  this  higher  p1ace= 
:' est  led  between  A  neon  hili,    and 

The  steadfast  calm  Pacific, 
■e  see  the  red  of  '^3.1  boa' s  roofs 

And  the  palm  trees  jrowiry  thic!( 
In  tlie  Prado  5e&,\  so  calm  and 

■^elf- assured,    chat  even  the  traffic 
Lingers,   makinj   its  pace  less  quick. 

3ut  nature  keeps  iier  secret  well 
And  we'll   not  have  Uer  peace  of  mind, 

Till   we   in  nature  dwell = 


RAIN 


?1yra  Vandersall   -  C.   of  Uooster 


Always   I   loved  rain 

As  something  rare, 

Symt>olicof  England  and  Anerica.. 

I n  a  dry  1  and 

I'lhere  water   is  of  river,    not  of  cloud, 

My  love  for  rain 

Set  me  apart  frar:  my  env  ironinent. 

I    loved  t!ie  drought, 

The  constant  brilliance  of  the  sky. 

As  much  as  anyone; 

3ut   I,   through  hearsay  and  throujh  rare  experience, 

iCnew  also  that  a  neritaje  of  rain  was  mine= 

I    have  not  lost  my  love  for  sand 

^r  for  the  dazzliig,    jolden  days  I    used  to  know„ 

Vet  haviny  them  in  memory 

To  turn  to  if  the  skies  seem  jrey, 

I   take  my  her itaje  of  fall  in:)  rain, 

•'ot  loving  it  as  once   I   did 

Because  it  sei5m8d  an  unknown  thsng, 

3ut  yet  more  deepl  y, 

Knowi  ng   now 

A  friendly  and  familiar  rain. 
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SO?!G    OF     WOM/K 

Jean   Roxi  Mason  -  Cyracuse  0. 

Oh,    ache  of  a  thousand  agesi 

Oh,   pain  of  all  wmankindl 

Mondrous  in  your  promise  Torture  my  ix)dy 

of  nev;  life  make  it  strong  and  pure 

of  new  worlds  to  hold  a  new  body 

of  all  new  things  to  come  to  hold  a  new  mind 

Bend  and  twist  my  body  Purge  with  blood 

to  you r  will  [ie 

bend  and  twist  for  what  is  mine 

and  rack  in  oain  to  be. 


THE     DREAMERS 

Lors  Anne  Do  Hard  -  Winthrop  C. ,    Pock  Mill,    S.C. 

They  cail  us  poor,   who  dare  to  dream  of  life, 
And   love  and  things   in  worlds  to  men  unseen. 
They  call  us  mad,   ia/Iio  dare  to  hops  to  find 
An  answer  to  the  ever  smold^'  rsng  "why?" 
They  scoff  because  we  weep  for  tiny  things 
Like  violets  crushed  ben^eath  a  careless  heel. 
Yet  what  can  be  their  proof,   ivhat  basis  theirs 
For  pitying  ones  who  never  fail   to  find 
Stark  beauty  in  a  tossing,   naked  tree? 

REKEMSRANCE 

Carol    Pojssell   -  Mo.    ill.    St.   T.  C. ,    DeKalb 

My  heart  has  so  little  to  give  away, 

And  less  it  has  to  hold: 

Tlie  memory  of  a  summer  day. 

And  nature's  feast  of  jold, 

The  road  unwinding  to  the  sky 

\'.e  trod  so  dreami  ly, 

The  words  that  passed  so  quickly  by 

As  the  days  we  planned  so  futilely. 

A  day  of  final   sad  farewell 
I'ihen  words  remained  unsaid, 
And  smiles  tried  to  dispel 
The  fear  and  jnawiny  dread. 
The  ancient  lesson  now  to  learn 
Of  courage,    how  to  live  and  wait, 
Strength  to  carry  on  and  earn 
An   inner  pride,   accepting  fate. 

The  dark  clouds  came;    yet  they  say  one  must  hold 

To  faith,   somehow  sustaining 

A  hope  that  the  future  will  unfold 

With  purpose  to  those  remaining, 

I  walked  the  road  another  day, 

A  day  wlien  summer  slept, 

And  found  so  little  left  to  say„ 

So  little  that  mijht  have  been  kept 
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PO  EM 

Killie  Stroud  -  Bel  haven  C,   Jackson,  lU ss. 

You  praise  r.y  work  —  you  praise  a  certain  word 

Or  thoujht  that   I    have  used  just  so;    a  rime 

That  caught  your  eye?  —  You  tliink  my  poems  are  jlri 

pJoout  by  magic  aurae?  —  Think  that  time 

Shall   only  prove  thef  r  value?  ~-  That  a  chins 

Eternal   sounds  t'lrough  then?  -~  That  t!iey  imparl 

An  echo  of  the  things  you  count  sublime?  • 

In  poens  1    let  you  see  you  find  an  art? 

Ah,   you  should  see  the  poems  kept   hidden   in  my  heart! 

REFL  ECT  r  OK'S  * 

Julio  -larc  Intorcia  -   Fordharn  C» ,    f.  Y.  C 

When  we  recall   that  lifers  a  part  but  played, 
And  ponder  how  our  frames  are  naught  but  dust, 
So  like  the   iron   rail   which  turns  to  rust, 
Its  purpose  served  for  which  Hwas  duly  made- 
And  fearing  when  our  vivid  years  witi   fade 
Into  yray  death  as  in  slow  time  they  must, 
lie  l^onder  what  the  Lord  ho]  ds  for  the  just 
And  whfet  for  those  whose  ddits  must  yet  be  paid, 

f-ut  v/iien  we  feel   that  they  thouyh  gone  are  near 
And  that  their   love  lives  on   in  favors  done, 
In  earnest  we  begin  tl-e  light  to  see; 
For  clear  beysnd  the  ;,. r?sp  of  doubt  and  ■''ear 
lie  know  tlieir  souls  shine  bright    in  battles  von 
To  roam  the  realm  of  God,   forever  free. 

*ln  memory  of  Joseph  Safenzano  and   Robert  "■'iulderia 

7  JEW     FROM     14  A  G  D  A  L  E  N 

Sue  ?1arkey  -  3arnard  C„ ,    Columbia  IJ. 

Oxford's  towers  rise  brown  and  gray 
Where  men^  s  minds  struggle   in  the  heat. 
All  of  a  sultry  English  day. 

From  windows  along  the  steam  in]  way 

Tfioughts  are  rising   in  the  heat 

But  Oxford's  towers  rise  brown  and  gray, 

lorton,    Balliol,    here  they  lay 

When  Edward  Second  and  3ruce  did  meet, 

All  of  a  sultry  English  day. 

Though  nations  war  and  stfand  at  bay, 

And  men  fight,   fleet  for  well-gunned  fleet, 

Oxford's  towers  rise  brown  and  gray. 

Fog  does  not  last;    hot  rain  will   play. 
Around  men' s  thoughts  God's  tears  will   beat, 
All  of  a  suTtry  English  day. 

In  round,    brown  rain,    hot  leaves  wi  1 1    sway. 
The  parched  Chef  will  be  replete. 
Oxford'^  s  towers  rise  brown  and  gray. 
All   of  a  sultry  English  day. 
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SIMILE 


Arline  Bachrach  -  U.  of  Tainessee 


Life  30  like  a  flower  starts  as  a  bud, 

'.leathering  the  storms, 

Drinking  the  sun. 
To  become  a  radiant  flower. 
Scented  with  a  touch  of  all    its  knowledge. 

Giving  all  of  its  redolent  scent 

To  1 ife  to  come, 

Outward  beauty  vanishes. 
3ut  withering  and  dyinj   leaves  behind  the 
softest  whisper  of  a  life  well    spent. 


^Or]  E? 

Helen   .^rnold  -  ''otre 

standi nj  on  a  storrn-swept  peak, 
!  gazsd  at  the  city  far  below. 
And  thought  —  "In  all   this  wide 

world 
TTiere   is  no  one  who  cares  for  me. 
Tiiose  I    loved  are  long  since  gone, 
Some  in  quest  of  fame,  others  of 

know  led  J  e. 
And  those  most  dear   lie  close  at 

hand, 
i/rapt   in  the  sweet  embrace  of  the 

sod." 


Dame  C. ,    So.    Eucl  id,   \ 

Tlie  sun  peeped  out  fron  her  veil 

of  cloud 
And  smiled  as  a  wily  wind  placed 

a  yui lei  ess  kiss 
Upon  my  cheek.   Tlie  trees  bobbed 

their  curly  heads 
.^jid  whispered  —  "Look  about  you 

at  these  friends, 
i-'ho  wait  but  for  your  greetinyl" 
I   smiled  to  welcome  this  fair 
meeting  — 
And   I   was  not  alone. 


KE    tUDE    *     BARGAIN,      DEATH     Afi  D     I 

r<oger  E.    Richards  -  C.  of  i^icoster,   0. 

Ke  made  a  barjain,    Death  and   I, 

.Amidst  the  battlefield' s  debris. 

The  bargain  was  my  life  for  his; 

I    in  his  realm  forever  be. 

I  mourned  not  sun,  nor  house,   nor  trees; 

I  mourned  the  end  of  memories. 

""Ihat  will    1  gain,"    I   slyly  asked 
(■'.s  thoujh   I   had  the  power  to  chose). 
"Voii  are  the  first  to  ask  the  jain, 
/or  fiost  men  jrieve  viiat  they  v^ulJ  lose." 
^eath   I   had  mocked,   for  death  to  me 
''eant  loveless,   dark  eternity. 

•:8  said,   "Your  ;jain   is  grateful   praise 
-f  native  land  and  comrades,   too. 
Vour  life  tiie  (^ift  that  Zarth  ri:ay  be 
'lood  to  those  V'/ho  follow  you." 


m  dann  the  qain! 


one  loss   I   fear 


Uill   she  still   feel   that   !   an  near?" 

"Ch  Death,"   I  cried,   "from  this  ylad  life 

I  am  contented  to  depart 

And  :]o  with  you  where  e'  re  you  will. 

If  I  may  still   live  in  her  heart;" 

He  smiled.     "I'hy  do  you  mortals  fear? 

Tor  Love's  eternity  is  here  " 
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FOG 

Virginia  Lee  -  Vieber  College,   Ogden,   Utah 

Tiie  foj  drifts  in  on  silent,    soft,   grey  wings  at  nijht; 

To  dim  the  street  lanp's  cheery,   friendly  1  ighL 

It  comes  to  make  a  stranger  of  the  friend  one  chanced  to  meet; 

To  make  a  traveler,    late,    hurry  down  a  haunted  street. 

It  coiTies  to  dull   the  footstep'  s  tread; 

To  fill   the  soul   witii  fear  and  dread. 

And  then  it  movea->away= 

WHAT     !S    THE    MOOM? 

i^etty  Bartholomew-  Heidelberg  C„,    Tiffin,   ^o 

■^'uhat    is  the  moon?"  my  boy  asked 
When   i    held  him  in  my  arms, 
And  i   wondered  how  I'd  tell   him 
Of   its  many  many  charmSo 

"The  moon's  a  fairies'    playground 

K'here  they  dance  the  whole  night   long 

lt*s  the   inspiration  to  the  man 

Who  writes  a  poem  or  song 

it's  a  lantern  for  the  pilot 

A  sea-beacon  —  set  and  br iQht 

It  holds  romance  for  lovers 

And   is  3od'  s  guardian  of  the  night. 


SPR^  KG 

Leonard  Silver  -  Temple  '.I,    Phiiadelpnia 

The  last  winter  has  passed, 

And  the  sun  at   1  ast 

is  reaching    its  fiery  crest. 

The  hills  are  shaded  by  a  peace  serene. 

The  valleys  are  damp,    and  turning  green; 

And  so  are  the  graves  of  the  belligerent  s  best. 

'■ere   is  the  ijrave  of  a  Fazi, 
f'ext  to  that  of   "<,  Red. 
Mere  is  the  leg  of  a  Slav, 
l-'ext  to  a  Fascist's  heado 

There,    under  the  sands  of  i'.n 

Lies  a  Keyro  that  was  scareo 
but  wi  11  ing  to  die. 

And  on  an  island  near,    is  the  skull    of  a  ,'ap 

IJith  a  flower  through  the  eye. 
Outside  the  city  of  '/'arsai/. 
Lies  a  Jew  in  a  self-duj  grave. 
Throajhout  the  land  of  Catlmy, 
nest  the  Chinese,   torn  ;>ut  hrave. 

The  last  winter  has  passed, 

And  the  sun  at  1  ast 

is  reaching   its  fiery  crests 
The  snow  is  melted  by  the  'jrowing   heat, 
"revealing  remains  of  advance  and  retreat  -— 
Hevealing  the  ra-nains  of  the  bel  1  i  jerent*  s  best. 
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R^.\U  AT  NI3HT 

Eji?abeth  ^Irace  Schoenheit  -  Sweet  Briar  C. ,    Va. 

^ust  Lights 

snooped  carved  jrooves    in  the  dark 

along  the  grass  and  pavesnent.  and  fidgeted   in  puddles. 

Shanii  ng  other  sounds,    the 
hiss  of  splashin.j  drops 
insisted  upon  peace= 

M  0  0  ^^ "  S    GO  II  E 

Morna  Anii  Kar- inski   ~  r'arygrove  Co,    Detroit 

And  one  snail    star  left  yJearnirKj, 
On  h  ig  ho  = .  =  awa/c . .  <.  al  one= 
A  stifled  sighc. a.  a  murmured  rnoan, 
A  single  star   Is  beaming. 

The  barren  hills  are  dreaming, 
Afar,  ...,an  eclioed  groan, 
And  one  s?nall    star  left  gleaming, 
On  h  iy  h. ,  < .  away. , . ,  at on8= 

There's  no  one  sound  rodeaning, 
Uo  moss  upon  a  stone, 
Alas,   the  very  airs   intone 
Asiient,   (breathless,    screaming. 
And  one  small    star  is  beaming. 

WHY     SEE!(     YE     HAPPS^'ESS? 

Elaine  !'ick!;am  -  ■}t=  John's  C= ,   i^infitlc',   Kansas 

Why  seek  ye  happiness? 

And  iA.onder  w'lere   it   is? 

"earci-ing    in  unknoivn  corners  -- 

Va^.iiely  hopinj  tcmorro'v  you  may  find    it 

''applness   is  not  atop 

"orrie  far-distant  mountain 

"■hers,    you  tliink,    if  patient, 

''qu  may  find   it. 

"ot  'iidden  like  in  a  yame 

l-i^ere  you  may  reacii   it  by  chance^ 

"app/iness   is  Lere  aid  now, 
'Jaitin;j  only  to  be  3raso?-J, 
"lutciied  at  and  tightly  iielci= 

C-^n't  you  find  co.itentment  And  can't  you  find  i.  peace, 

l^n  .ielpii.j  a  little  child?  A  sort  of  restff'l  ]ialm 

Vi^v/inj   in  his  fac^^  (n   lod*  s  worldo 

Inplicit  trust  and  faiti)=  Just  -'is  sky,    and  sr^ilio^j  3un 

Can  you  not  be  happ/  Tlie  pink  ti.nyed  clouds  at  even  ' 

In  raaovin]   a  heavy  load  in  the  shade  of  a  sturdy  oai< 

Fran  a  pair  of  ^^e^iry  shoulders?  After  feeling  the  heat  of  'iay= 

Happiness   is  nc5t  alone  Is  your  soul   dark  to  aeautiful 

A  niere  personal   gain  -  thinjs? 

'.'herein  e.l1    jcod  will   cone  y:  r  v/ay        ■'appiness   is  here  and  now, 

'ut  often  it    is  v/hen  ^ake  it       It   is  yours" 

k)od  cojn-ss  your  wfiy 


MY     FIRST     LOVE 

Mariofi  Dowl  ing  -  Hass.    S.  of  /^rt,   Boston 

Hy  first  love  came, 

A  singing  bird; 

Wild  and  sweet  and  strange, 

Md  nestled  close  and  crooned  to  me 

And  wept  because  I   could  not  see. 

My  best  love  canie, 

A  carol  1  ing  dove; 

Shy  and  tender  and  true, 

And   i   chained  it  close  with  fetters  brijnt 

And  wept  because 

It  died  one  niyht. 

LO  VE^  S     CL  IM  ATE 

sJohn  A.  Merewether  -  'J.  of  ^'ichigan 

0Jinner  of  "opwood  '-ritino  Contest,   U.   of  -'ich.) 

If  I   declared   I    loved  you  yesterday 

I   fear  I    lied  to  you   in  sa.yinj  so. 

The  soft  red   lip?  upon  my  mouth  today 

Turn  kisses  of  the  past  to  flakes  of  snov/. 

Tiine  makes  fun  of  a  lover's  lA/hispered  word 

And  blows  it  back   into  the  face  like  hail; 

At  night  he  locks  you   in  a  fire-bird. 

At  morning   lets  a  new  princess  out  of  jail. 

Dare  I   say   I  hold  love's  hand  at  all 

!f  tomorrow  proves  to  me  !'in  wrony? 

If  love  is  not  the  face  you  never  see 

■'hile  at  the  bar  or   in  the  movie  hall, 

■ut  a  chanjinj  face  whose  blood   is  filled  with  sony, 

I   know  love' s'briijhtest  climate  is  for  me. 


T  R  f  u  ■ '  p :: 


Betty  Irand  -  I'-ashington  Square  C, , 


The  storm  rages  furiously. 

■iU!  v/inds  tear  at  the  trees, 

Limbs  grotesquely  writhe 

And  thra^ih   in  fright. 

.\ncjry  thunder  crashes  and 

Echoes   in  the  forest. 

lolts  streak  from  the  h3".venfi;  "Hie  storo  aiid   \   \:\]\   ^e  na?.rd, 

Tl-,e  black  earth  treinbla-   in  terroro         "e  are  passion-full 

,,      ^  And  you  shall   feel  our  savajery. 

Alone  I   exult   in   cne  fury.  ;:,^^  ,„j  H   ^^^  subside  until 

I  am  wrapped   in  fierce  ecsiasy.  Yq^  i^g^e  heard  us 

For   I   am  the  storm.  r^^^  i,3ve  i^no^^  our  n>i^jht 

ine  storm  and   1   are  one.  ^^^  ^,^^3  kneM  before  our  r>ower, 

!   too  shout  defiantly.  h^^  until   you  have  yielded  to  us. 

I   too  challenye  the  world. 

?joth  of  us,   we  are  indestructable.  "ut  the  storm  and    I 

"old  you   in  our  hand  ano   lauyn. 


PARADOX 

Janice  Chessler  -  loucher  College,    Salts  more 

\    havs  found  strange,    silent  beauty  in  this  nijht. 
The  land   is  sleeping,    nor  may  ever  wake. 
"^'vn  rjcon  s')nds  down  her  fairy  beans  of  liglit 
To  tiptoe  on  the  Mqu»d  of  the  lake. 

The  hills  stretch  higii;    the  valleys  spread  out   low; 
The  star-dipped   heavens  swell.    Far  off  somewhere 
The  Silent  fiddler  strums  witli  quiet  bow 
■?pon  coo?    ciiiffon  strings  of  summer  ajr. 

Behsnd  the  darkness   '^od  hides  from  tlie  lijht 
The  unasked   question,   the  unsaid  reply. 
Tiiere   is  strange,    soothing  beauty  in  this  niyht: 
Yet  v«men  weep,    and  nen  go  forth  to  die. 


S  0  N  Ks  E  T 

Jaunita  Kytle  -  Oklahoma  {'■. 

!f   !   could  see  the  splendor  of  your  eyes 
Turned  on  me  for  a  manent  without  fire 
Enkindled  \iy  the  pity  w'lich  deep  lies 
'iithrn  your  heart  for  rny  bereft  -deiare, 
If   1   could  catch  your  heart  all    unav/are 
^f  thing?  the  'last  forgot  an  a.^ie  ago, 
If  '    could  lay  your  patterned  phrases  bare 
To  savage  scrutiny,   then  !   H'ould  know. 

I   i'K)uld  know   if  a  rrio^  ten  passion  lies 
lieneath  the  gentleness  your  eyes  protest, 
And   if   I   knew  i   would  be  very  wise; 
I   would  not   stay  a  single  rnorient   lest 
You  find  me  out,    and  close  my  lips  and  say 
The  '.ords  i   fear  and  long  for,    ''fjover,    stay. 


Af!  CHO  RE  D 

Anne  Yonnjblood  -  "'aryyrove  C. ,    '^'jtroit 

Old,   old  anchors,  come  to  this, 

Standipj  as  fenceposts  before  a  Cape  Cod  -'ouse' 

|_rop   ?.nchors  —  painted  viiite, 

To  natch  the  gleaming   house. 

Able,    only,   to  look 

At  one  unchan..jing   scene. 

Anchors  •—  that  have  sailed  to  China  ports, 

"rajged  along  the' sandy  bottan 

Of  a  South  Pacific  harbor, 

Sunk  in  the  mud  of  3r!sto1    Channel, 

Tangled   in  the  weeds  of  Boston  Harbor  — 

Are  brought  to  this, 
f'ov^,    Anchors,   --  you  cannot  sliake  yourself  free,    as  you  did 
when  you  felt  the  pull   of  the  windlass, 
And  heard  the  song  of  the  sailors 
As  they  strained  to  lift  you. 

Trumpet  vine  and  ivy 

Twine  about  you. 
You,    are  anchored^ 
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STO  RM 


Deborah  Galbraith  -  "lassboro  St.   T.C.,  H.J. 


Paged  \vj  ^jrayinj  clouds  and  music-playiny  wind 

The  sto rrn  appears. 

Sometirnes  it  c»mes  on  elfin  pipes 

Of  gently-falling  snow; 

Sometiines  with  strident,   brassy  blare 

Of  pelting  sleet; 

Or  silvery,    liltinj  flutes 

'^■f  \orld- refreshing   rain. 

It  wrestles  with  the  trees, 

And  mocks  the  people  scurrying; 

it   leaves  the  earlh  all   silver-white, 

Or  with   its  colors  brighter,    shining 

clean. 
It  prunes  the  old  dead  timber, 
Leaving  all  nature  humble  for  its 

buffeting. 


Dear  Lord,    I   pray  that  tanpests 

i  n  my  1 i  f e 
!i0wever  hard  they  shake, 
Passing  may  leave  an  humbler  spirit 
in  their  calm  wake. 


AT     PRESEKT 


•lien  L   Searles  -  U.  of  Chicago 


Tlie  snowy  fields  are  crystal  now, 
i'o  trace  of  loss  or  gain 

Tiie  desert  sands  are  quiet  now, 
No  sound  of  diving  plane= 

The  pasture  lands  are  hallov/ed  now, 
Ij'ith  crosses  blazing  whitoo 


The  blacked  out  lights  are  burning 

now, 
"o  sirens  wail   at  night. 

The  crowds  are  freely  laughing  now. 
The  birds  sing  gaily  too. 

And  you  are  home  to  stay  now, 
The  brutal   war   is  through. 


taST     FAfRYTALE 

La  Verne  Catherine  Brou^m  -  f'otre  Pame  C. ,    So.   Euclid 

i   stand   in  the  sand  by  the  sea 
And  call   at  the  winds  to  save 
f-y  sweet,   sad  memiaid  — 
Lost   in  the  foarn  of  a  wave. 

"['■y  dreaming  maiden,   don't  weep  your  emerald  tears, 

For  the  earth  will  dry  your  salty  cheeks  ~ 

But  your  heart's  beyond   its   idle  care. 

Stay  hid   in  seaweed  gardens  where  darkness  covers  fears, 

And  love  a  lonely  merm.an  though  a  prince  speak  words 

in  your  soft,   shell   ears. 
Don't  change  your  shining  scales  for  white  and  earthy  feet, 
Only  swords  will  greet  each  hopeful   step 
And  leave  you   longing  for  the  deep." 

3ut  she  always  flees  her  coral    reefs  and  seaweed, 
And  my  sighings  all   are  lost   in  airy  foam  ~ 
For  each  time  she  dreams,  my  mermaid  leaves 
''er  cool,   green  hane. 
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UKFsKiSHED     SYMPHONY 

Anitra  Joyce  31  ueck  -  Seorge  Washington  IL ,    '  ashington 

Alone  !   am  the  earth  without  the  seed, 
'he  barren  vz-iste  which  bears  a  tiionster  breed. 
Tojetiier  ws  can  span  tiie  vjorlds  of  life  and  death, 
And  know  the  wliirling  music  of  the  spheres, 
Toijietiier  we  siiall    draw  imniortal   breath, 
The  orbed  rroon  has  batlied  our  finite  fearso 
Eternity  is  iield   in  our  embrace, 
ihe  vjhole  of    lod' s  creation   is  our  Gprir.j., 
Our  souls  co;?jnune   in  tl'.e  apoointed  njace, 
Which  knew  our   idyll    v/hen  the  rivers  sing. 
Alone  i   an!  the  eart'i  without  the  ceed, 
ihe  barre;i  waste  which  bears  a  monster  breed. 


TRIBUTE 

Anna  Cliantz  ~  L'.   of  KMsconsin 

''ow  is  greatness  measured? 

I'i  i  t  h  p  r  i  nt  e  rs '    t  ap  e ,    r  eco .  "d  ed  r  u )  e? 

By  vote? 

And   ii?in!ortal  ity?  ^-ow  jot?  ""y  popuUrlty,    renown? 

Here  was  a  woi;!Cn  unacclaimai,    unicriOvAi 

Yet  greater  than  the  jreat 

■'er  life  a  strujgle  to  exist, 

'life,   ^lother,    '^rsndTPther,    Friend. 

('o  obstacle  too  jreat,    no  triviality  too  snial]. 

Guardian  of  a  jensration,    strePiyt'i  to  irio. 

llith  her  has  gone  an  institution. 

"onored,    Revered,   Beloved 

She  was  LIKED! 

^■'inijs,    i^narchs,    ask  ye  yet  more? 

Mere  1  ies  a  woman  that  was  loved! 


CHORUS     OF     BUDOH  i  Sf    S  »  ^HIE  R  S 

Jesse  ibark  -  Franklin  and  Marshall    ?» ,    Lancas":or,    Ta. 

Jewel  on  the  lotus,    haill  oodhisattva,   blessed  c- e, 

Cavior  of  sinful   men,  "ere  we  are   Jn  misery  — 

Purify  our  souls  again  Life   is  dear,   but  deat!;   i:?  free  -- 

in  this  ftorld  of  sTioan  and  wail,  ?y  tiie  evarlast.ng  sun, 

-Jhere  each  human  plan  must  fail   —  Pray,    what  did  the  3reat  One  see 

Answer,   for  the  world   is  dumb  —  ••nderneaM   the  "^odhi    i  ree? 

■"^m,   r,ian3  padi-ie,    hum^  "ear  our  wreich.3d  n'cdicu'n  -- 

Hrn,   mane  padme,    hsjiu 

A'nitabha,   praised  on  higii  — 
Greatest  good  a/id  kindly  leaven 
In  the  briyht  Tusita  Meaven 
Up  above  the  vaulted  sky  — 
l^ear  our  tortured,   mournful   cryl 
Come  and  save  us,    come,   oh  conel 
Om,   mme  padme,    huml 


36 

Ca?IT£Q  JOU  S    HOO  DS 

Barbara  Stephenson  -  William  Jewell   C. ,    Liberty,   Mo. 

Isn't   it  strange  how  our  moods  reflect  in  others? 

If  I'm  sad, 

You  wi 11   be  too, 

Tliat  is,   unless,   your  happiness  is  such  that  catching  it  up 

I  find  myself 

Gladdened  uy  you. 

MO  Rr!  1  N  G     SO  LO 

Charlotte  Fortune  -  U.  of  Tennessee 

Tic-Toe  "'lust  you  sit  v/ith  glassy  stzre 

;!ateful   clock  Creating  melee   in  the  air? 

Epitome  of  man's  stumbling  blocks  Ruling  all   that  you  survey 

Demanding  homage  I  must  pay? 

Rina-Ring  au           u          ii      u         u 

^•1i  (htv  ^inn  '^'^'    *^°"'^  y°"    '''^®  ^^"^^  ^® 

c'     J  '1       -         -iu  I  -ti-         4.-            Minus  arms  to  wave  at  me  — 

otndent  voice  with  chilling  sting        j.^^  ,^^^,^  ,^3^  .^^  ^^i.^^^,^  ^,^j^^, 

Aeons  roll  on  just  the  sc»De. 

''echanical  monster  ~  meet  your  fate 
Beneath  a  pillov'/s  smothering  weight! 

i     J\M     TRE     OESD 

Vance  C.    Gimonds  -  Cornell  U.,  I'.Y. 

1'  am  the  dead 

who  speak:    remember? 

And   if  you  have  forgotten,    i    recall 
those  things  for  which   I   bore  the  cool  metallic  death 
within  my  breast;    for  which   I   stood  in  silhouette 
against  the  skyline  of  all  time,    for  that  tinendiny  moment: 

sunl  icjht  on  the  grass 

a  crazy  horn,   moaning  for  the  moon,    searching  for  the  stars; 
and  the  bi.j  black  boogie  man  beating  on  the  bass 
sweet  surrender   in  unnumbered  darkened  rooms 
a  taper,    and  the  figurines   in  glass;   the  pure  voices  of  the  choir: 

Fairest  Lord  Jesus 

All   these  things  uere  more  than  one  another, 
and  yet  viere  One  in  alL 

Hiey  have  waved  their  brilliant  banners, 
they  have  beaten  on  their  drums; 
and  knowing    I  was  doomed   I   have  gone  forth 
as  I   shall   always  go  forth. 

Though  they  set  me  at  my  brother  and  he  slays  me, 
I  am  undefeated;    for  in  the  borning  of  all  children   is 
my  life,   and  theirs  shall  be  that  heritage  of  all   those 
sacred  musics  that  were  forever  silenced   in  my  soul 
upon  some  foreign  field: 

!   cannot  die,   unless  they  should  forget. 


EDUCATION 


Eleanor  Craig  -  U.  of  florth  Carolina 


Sunlight  on   ivy  covered  walls, 
3ircl  calls  and  trickling  water  somjs, 
Musty  books  and  dreams  of  life  — 
■  Youth  drinks  its  wine  in  doubt. 
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CO^^EY     ISLAND 


Anelie  Banov  ~  I'heaton  C.,;   ^'ortotv    Mass 


Coney   I'^land,  rides  into  town 

^n  a  ivhite  horse 

':overed  with  chipped  paint 

'Uirrah  for  jhe  merry-go-round  horse; 

3injing,   sinjinj  a  metallic  sonj, 

And  galloping  on 

Into  the  glitter  of  yesterdaya 


Coney   Island  wears  a  red  face, 

:!ot  vnth  the  salt 

^f  a  thou  sane!  wavesc 

Lejs  flaunt  the  kiss  of  a  stinging 

sand, 
And  the  sensuous  heat  of  tiie  sun  = 
Lips  parted   in  fun 
•She  chases  a  beckoning  tide. 


.^  L  ^4  A    HATER 


'artha  Laird  -  Centenary  C. ,    Shreveport 


Tall   pines  -— 
Blue  skies  - — 
Ouiet  paths  — 
The  throbbing  city. 
-—  Yet,   above  it   all  there  rises 
•Shining  and  eternal , 
Our  Alma  Mater. 

^ten   in  the  quiet  of  the  night, 
She  speaks. 

Mer  voice  echoes  through  the  silence. 
You  have  but  to  listen, 
And  you  wil 1   hear 
ihe  words  her  heart 
Whispers. 

"I  am  the  symbol  of  learning; 
Uithin  my  ancient  halls, 
Generations  come  and  go. 
My  heart   is  made  warm 
'•'ith  the  laughter  of  youth. 

I   see  them  all, 

Tne  gay,   the  serious,   the  sad. 

I  witness  joy  supreme. 
And  heartbreak  untold. 

I,   too,    struggle, 

I,   too,  fight. 

As  I   watch  them  passing  by. 

— -  Out  of  their  lives 

I   receive  four  years. 

Tlie  best  years  they  give  me, 

And   I    return  the  best. 

f^eturn   it  -~ 

—  [Richer,   fuller,   better 

Than  it  was  given  me. 


;yes 


In  each  person   I   see 

Vast  potential  ities. 

In  the  deep  pool  of  their 

I   read  the  dreams 

They  think  lie  deeply  buried  ™ 

In  their  hearts. 

They  are  there,   within  those  eyes. 

And   I   am  one  to  see  them. 

—  Ah,   that  those  dreams 
Might  never  die. 

Might  never  be  cast  aside, 

"Ihen  these  are  swept  away 

Down  the  raging  torrent  of  lifec 

—  A  few  will  keep  their  dreams, 
A  very  few. 

—  Keep  them  to  ponder. 
To  sigh  upon. 
Keep  them  for  memory'  s 
Sake  alone. 
Fewer  stil  1  will  make 
A  dream  come  tru-e. 
And  all   thei  r  strife 
Shall  be  for 
This. 

The  rest  will   fail. 
Cast  all   aside 
To  sigh   repeatedly 
"Such  is  life."^' 

Tal  1  pines  -— 
31  ue  skies  — 
luiet  paths  — 

e  throbbing  city.    ~ 
Yet,   above  it  all  there  rises 
Shining  and  eternal 
Our  Alma  Mater. 


t 
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or;    L  E A V  s  M a 

Marjorie  Wright  -    'orthern  liljrrais  3L   T. Cp,   DeKalb 

Tears  are  not  v\fhat  3  want,  Tears  are  not  what  I   v,;ant, 

They  ar3  so  mnohc  Unless  they  help  to  ease  your  [>ain= 

'live  me  one  thought  3e  sad  if  you  v/iil 

Remembering   I    an  young'  But  forget  your  sadness  soon^ 

Always  brave  and  gay  I    live.  !    am  not  sad= 

The  air  called  and   i    smiled;  I    lived  and  it  was  good; 

The  sea  called  and   i   went„  You  were  my  life,  my  all. 

!   fell,   but  joyously;  Our  love  was  firm; 

I   fell,   but  with  head  held  hiyh.  Our   (ove  was  more  than  tears= 

Tears  are  not  what   I   wanto 


S  A^^  D 


Delaine  T     Dannelley  -  I'lashburn  V  ,    Topeka 


The  moon  arose  in  the  sky  one  night 
Above  a  .jold-1  ined  cloud, 
In  ecstasy  she  stretched  her  arms 
And  gaily  laughed  aloud. 

The  moon,   ^  lovely  goddess! 
Proud  and  lofty  queeni 
The  stars  gleamed  famt  beside  her, 
In  envy  turning  green. 

She  tossed  her  head  and  her  laughter 
Ranj  through  the  still   night  air, 
These  shining  bits  of  moondust  jol  d 
Fell   from  her  tangled  hair. 


<N    THE    SlUEGRASS 

Russell   des  Cog  nets,  Jr.  -  0.   of  Kentucky 

The  merry  chirp  of  countless  crickets, 
the  low  distant  cry  of  the  quail, 
the  clean  fresh  paint  on  the  picketts, 
and  the  utter  greenness  of  every  vale; 

i    sense  these  things, 
Lying    in  the  jluegrass  beneath  the  shady  oak 
thinking  of  this  pleasant   place  and  all   these  pleasant  folk. 
I  feel  the  cool  breeze  as   it  ruffles  all  the  leaves, 
see  all  that  blue  expanse  with  white  clouds  on  the  wing, 
and  1  isten  to  the  songs  that  only  birds  can  sing. 

The  bleating  of  the  tiny  lambs, 

the  cry  of  a  new  born  calf, 

the  sound  of  water  over   1  ittle  dams, 

or  the  sudden  sharpness  of  a  country  laughi 

I    hear  these  things 
Resting  he^e   ^n  quet  state  behind  the  toil   of  day 
knowing  of  the  jobs  well   done  and  the  rows  of  hay, 
I   wonder  for  the  future  w^th  all   thfct   ft  may  hofd, 
dream  of  peaceful    days  to  come  and  a  love  to  share  this  nest, 
and  feel    this  is  all   that    I   must  gain  to  let  me  rest. 
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DISTANCE 

Irls-LItt  -  Oh»o  State  U.         - 

You  were  so  close  to  me  that  I  could  hear 
Your  quiet  voice  through  realms  of  empty  air. 
Your  presence  was  so  potent  that  I  felt 
You  take  my  hand  and  tell  me  you  were  there, 
For  you  were  always  with  me,   day  by  day, 
i^hen  you  were  but  a  continent  away. 

You  are  so  distant  now  I   cannot  hear  _   . 

The  things  that  you  are  saying  through  the  veil 
Tnat  disenchants  this  partnership  of  hearts, 
And,   groping  for  each  other's  hands,   we  fail. 
You  are  not  here  as  you  were  with  me  then, 
Though  we  are  standing  side  by  side  again. 

POSSESSIONS     AND    OBSESSIONS 

Marian  N.   Weller  -  Canal   Zone  Jr.   College 

What  do   I  own  you   ask  me?  k'hat  do   I  own  you  ask  me? 

Why  everythrng   t  would  say  By  an   inquiring   look  — 

A  song,    a  smsle--the  words  f  speak        Why  laughter,    life,    and  gaiety 

The  lightheartedness  of  May*  And  the  sound  of  a  mountain  brook! 

SOhfS    OF    TOiL     (To    Pvt„    J  ack    C.     Richardson) 

James  F.    Richardson  -  U.  of  Florida 

K'e  are  the  sons,  who  v/ere  bom  to  toil, 
And  to  die  at  the  dawn  of  day. 
We  are  the  men  on  an  alien'  s  soil 
With  a  torch  that  will  blaze  the  say? 
Men,   who  have  stood  on  the  front  near  God, 
And  have  prayed  for  the  sins  of  man^ 
Sons,   who  have  kneeled  on  a  crust  of  sod 
In  the  dark  of  a  heathen  laad. 
We  are  the  sores,  who  were  born  to  rise 
From;  the  dust  of  a  sinful    land 
Clothed  in  the  arms  of  m  endless  sky, 
To  be  laid  in  the  golden  sands. 

TWa    UNHOLY 

Kitty  Jo  Beasley  -  Wake  Forest  C. ,  N.C. 

The  misty  night  and  the  misty  eye 
The  moaning  wind  and  my  ovjn  sigh; 

The  still,   dark,    silent  night  and  deep 
My  om  thoughts  deep  and  dark,    forbidding  sleep. 

k\  alien  night  that  even  the  melancholy  cat  has  left  hss  fence 

To  crouch   in  some  black  hole  and  wait  til  the  endless  night 

Fade,    in  some  uncertam  tomorrow,    into  dav*i'' s  wan  1  ightj 

A  brooding  nsght  suspended  in  time, 

My  own  grief  s  haunting  remorseless  rhyme? 

A  night  devil  created   lacking  heaven's  blessing  and  shaded  with  his  misery, 
A  human—nay,   a  being— devil   created,    lacking  heaven's  perrnission  and 

shadowed  by  his  mi sery. 


HO 

OUT     LIKE     A     LAMB 

Esther  K.    Straley  -  El  izabethtown  C. ,    Pa. 

If  we  bothered  to  look,   we'd  probably  discover 
People  with  the  temperaments  of  March 
f'ave  --  under  their  blustery  exterior  — 
"earts  of  the  gentleness  of  Spring= 

ASCENT 

Jo   Tomey  -  3eorge  VJashington  U. ,   'Washington,   D.  C. 

A  mind  reaciies  up, 

gropes  wonder ingly 

in   inf  ijiity 

anong  the  stars 

and   is  amazed  — 

there  is  no  end  of  space; 

and   in  that  \^oid, 

black  halls  of  mystery, 

the  mind  feels  Presence 

and  trem'5les  at  proximity. 

'■  ^  R  T  ['  E  R  r     L  I  3  M  T  S 

Clara  1,   Caunders  ~  ^;orcester  St.   'L.Z,,     iaes. 

Like  ;2iant  f  inysr? 

'''hat  have  jurnefj  tiieir  tips  on  a 

And  iiastily  wit'idrawn;  ""'''' 

Tiie  riortnerri  ligiits  weave  acrojjs 

t  he  sky„  '-^^'^  ch i  1  d  i  sh  st  i  1 1 

^,     .      ,        r     ,  '^st  frightened 

ley  explore  uie  i^cks  of  cloud?  3y  the  dsrk  of  clotid  filled  corners. 

;nd  reappear  Ti^ey  1,^^^,^ 

Like  curious  cnsldren  Together   in  the  pale  starlight 

i^eeuin^  some  new  cranny  of  the  sky  ^  trembling  trio. 
:o  poke  their  rirnjers    in 

C  0  N  f '  E  T     I  X 

■  ijrie'   "ordsie!':  ■■  'Mami    ^'. ,    ^xfor;,   -.. 

There   is  ;•:  .ieath  unmarked  Dy  any  grave,; 
A  iji.ienchdd  fire  v/h'^iro  jlint  no  snbers  now, 
A  sunset,    lackiivj  tiiat  verni  ]  io!!  3 low,, 
A  shoreless  sea;    wave  on  sonorous  wave. 
T.'iere  is  a  port  of  "not'iini  rnure  to  see," 
A  jarueii  witiiout  verdure,    dar'r  and  sere,, 
.'i  sonj  without  a  ii,elody  to  hear,, 
A  path  that   leads  tc  "never  can   it  be= " 

Til  is  is  the  deatii  tht)  heart  must  face:   alor;e, 

■Jnv/ept,    urieuloyised,    unsung,    unblest. 

;he  heart  »-  torn  from  its  Love  —  a  broken  stone 

DooiTied  to  tiie  lifeless,    soulless  paths,    seeks  rdst 

upon  tiie  liills.     ';ould  that   it  might  descry 

Its  Fate,    and  winj  i)ack  iiorne,   to  iTi8,   to  die. 


m 


TO  TAM  I  CA  L     DESI  RE 

Eleanor  Lusk  -  U.  of  Wisconsin 

!  would  love  to  be  a  tree  when   it  rains, 

To  fesl  the  cold,   clean  water  rinsinj  over  all  my  leaves 

and  branches, 
And  to  drink  great  draughts  of   its  icy  goodness  through 

my  roots. 
!  would  toss  myself  back  and  fcrth   in  the  wind, 
To  that  the  rain  would  miss  no  part  of  me, 
k\d  clap  all  my  wet,  green   leaves  toijether  in  pure  delight. 


£Fi*-  ^  REEZE 

Adolph  Pancratz  -  f^tanford 

Tiiere' s  somethinj  about  the  salt  sea  air 

Hi  at  has  a  taste  of  thrill, 

Of  gold  doubloons,   and  Captain  Kidd 

And  blood  he  used  to  spill 

"hen  pirates  sailed  the  eastern  coast 

From  Boston  to  the  keys,   ... 

You  yet  a  tanoj  of  everything 

In  a  salt-kissed  ocean  breeze. 


THE     MEB    OF     LIFE 

Libby  Lang  -  Marygrove  C. ,    Detroit 

Oh  Weaver,  Unravel  the  knots  of  care 

Entwine  in  thy  web  Hf  sorrow 

A  thread  of  a  rosy  hue,  Cf  heartache  and  grief. 

Twist   in  some  veins  of  laughter  That  v/eaken 

Hf  leisure  The  faijric  of  life 

And  luxury  too.  And  make  its  endurance  brief. 

NORTH     WIND     IS    OUT    OF     PLACE 

Horothy  A.   "-agnuson  -  Duluth  Jr.   C. 

Little  '.Mnd  moans  and  cries  softly, 
Lost  in  the  Buffalo    irassl 
Lost  in  the  passive,   dry  grassi 
Poor  little  'orth  I'ind   is  crying. 

Mas^ 

'"e  stirs  the  leaves  just  a  little. 
Each  leaf  nods  its  little  green  head. 
Its  deep  ':jreen,    funny  flat  head.' 
Everything  '  round  him  but  green   leaves 
Is  dead' 

Alone  in  the  fall-deadened  country, 
''e  looks  for  a  soft,   mossy  nest 
Dy  an  oak  tree  ~  a  velvety  nest. 
Bewildered,  defeated,   he  lies  do\Ani 
To  rest; 
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T  H  E     M  0  0  F 

^mily  L    !(eyes  -  Genesee  St. 

Tonijiit  the  moon  lay   in  a  cushion  of  cloud, 

Asleep    in  blankets  soft. 

3ut  soineone  pushed  the  fra^jile  bed 

And  the  inoon  fell   down  from  aloft. 


f)  E  F  I  ■■  !  T  I  0  " 

Torra  ^'illard  ~  'brthin^^ton  Jr.  C. ,  ^^inn. 

A  poem   is  a  tliing  spent aneou5o 

i  he  voice  of  ~-?.ny  rapture-laden  sculs. 

!t   is  tha  quic'^irawn  lover's  sijh  that's  heard 

■^n  -JOOi-.-f  il  loJ  ni   !its  too  lovely  tc  exista 

■"en   ":  ..v'^t  think  to  force  such  thoujhts  as  those 

TivTt    lave  .vsan  written  by  inspired  inen» 

"is  '    ily  !icpe   is  that  perhaps  he  may 

•  'ave    liner  nxjvinjs,    as  the  unborn  child 

"T-en  first   it  stirs  witiiin  its  mother's  womb, 

Ani  bfirst  with  all   the  glory  of  a  scene 

'Til   powers  strong  as  deat'i  command  him  write. 


/  U  T  u  ri  n     M  I  K  D 

Priscilla  Littman  -   bucher  Colleiie 

Cold  autumn  wind,    sweeping  from  the  r-orth, 

'I'ave  you  cane  at  last  to  drive  away 

Tiie  gentle  breeze  of   summer  — 

I    hear  you  riX3an!ng  at  my  door, 

':'-'histl  i  ng  round  the  corner  of  my  house. 

I    see  you  scooping  up  t!ie  leaves   into  your  slneviy  anns 

and  hurling  ther^i  where  you  will. 
".'Itlx)ut  concern,   oh  cruel   flaw, 
'■'ou  strip  defenseless  trees  of  leaves 
And  only  naked  boughs  jleam  shamefully  before  rie= 
I    shiver,    chilled  by  the  thought  of  your  ceaselesr-  blasts 
And  to  escape  you,    drav,'  my  chair  closer  to  t!ie  blazing  heartho 

P.  EVERIE     !\1     EVENTIDE 

C'lristel   "I.    Erdmann  -    lallaudet  C. ,    l.'a?hington,    f). C. 

The  tir-e  of  Day  that   I    love  best, 

"■f  jracious  calm  and  solitude 
That  nevor  fails  to  jive  n^  rest, 

Is  eventide,  when  none  intrude. 

before  the  rising  hills  !   stand 

"^evell  iri2    in  lod'  s  v/ondrous  work, 
""•eauty,    spread  r' er  all   the  land  — 

/    Uo!c  that     ature  cannot  shirk. 

."omeward- bound   in  reverie, 

ihe  firparient  with  stars  aglow, 

;'appiness   steals  softly  o'er  ine, 

Vet  In}     he  \-K>r]d  aright  below. 


FRIENDS 

Dorothy  I'bod  -  Carroll   C. ,    '.•aukesha,  K'is. 

"^ur  stranjth   is  not    in  us  alone,   our  friends  supply  the  steel 
A  tree,   the  si<y,    all    "ature   is  a  friend  to  whQ-n  we  tell   the  thinjs  we  feel, 
I'ith  them  we  share  our   inner  tnou:j')ts  freely  and   unafraid: 
I'hey  answer  not    in  human  tongue,    but   spea!<   instead 
!n  the  soft  and  almost  silent,    v/hi  spars  of  tlie  wise  beyond  our  sprn  of 

years. 

KdtriA     Ctcffal    •  ;'     of  ^slil'ornia  a-i:  Los  Angelas 

'lords  may 

Iwell   tiie  poof  s 

■'eart,    yet    le  cannot  si'>j 

Till   the  i:iuse  comes  and  unties  his 

'■eart  stritys. 


D  i\  M  E    G  R  A  S  S 

Evelyn  k'alton  -  Paterson  St.!  \     '-,.'- 

Gee  now,   there  she   is  ~  Tossin^  every   long,   ^reen  strand 

L-arne  j'rass,  of  her  hair  to" the  wind,    for  a 

Lounging,    low  on  hsr  moss  bank,  coiriijinj., 

peering  again  and  again   into  her  "lut  the  wind  will   cot  play  serf! 

cool,    still,   clear  mirror  of  water  —     Instead  Is  laujhs  as  he  twirls 
how  vaini  about, 

Chuckl»n-j,    and  tying  knots   in  her 
tresses. 

LOVE 

Irene  Lajer-Flora  Stone  ''atiier  C.  ,   Cleveland 

l-'hen  one  of  a  thousand  things  recalls  you  to  me. 

And   i    say,    "You  are  my  soul's  whole  life  ard   liopel " 

I   do  then  becoMe  afraid; 

For,    have   !    not  lost  sornethinj  of  myself, 

The  stern,    individual    quality  of  my  person, 

To  so  depend  for  life  upon  another? 

kit  further  trioujht  draws  forth  conclusion" 

The  sol  itary  soul  that  was  mine  before   it  knew  you 

K-as  but  a  cold,   unliappy  half, 

Mhich  now  draws  warmth  from  kindred  soul, 

And  maiciis  mine  almost  whole. 


■1  E  M  e  R  I  E  S 

^l-.i;!S  ^avis  -  Loretto  ;  eights  C. ,    Colo, 

.hich  ones  wil  1    I    rei^ieinber 
A  nill  ion  sonjs  fror-i  now  ... 
V'ho,    will  the  sonjs   !'n    iearin^  then, 
-Irinj  ii-e  fron  halls  of  yesterday. 
Which  of  all   tns  ones   I   knew, 
Ifalked  with, 

•SaiTO  with,  Will    I    refji^iber  when  the  years 

Lau^  ied  with,  Take  them  from  me,    far  away, 

Loved  a..  Turn  their   into  memories  ... 


A  L  L  E  3  R  0 

Tlielma  "etzger  -  Pacific  Lutheran  C. ,   Parkland,  Wash 
Trie  lit-tle  v^aves  on  the  lake  gaily  race 
As  they  vie  to  be  the  first 
To  tell   a  brief  snatch  of  Joyous  news 
To  the  sornure  sands 

OF    in  S  D  0  fl 

Esther  C     Ireen       Ht     Petersburj    'r    ^-       ^la 

A  child   is  ijom  v'itli  all   tisne' s  wisjon  in  his  eyes 

■Viknowinjly,    he  knows  so  much,    is  wise 

In  fruitful  Joys,    in   laughter  and   in  tears, 

In  love,   and  the  intangible  quality  of  fears. 

In  peace  and   in  contentment,   pain,   del  ijht  — 

"^ut  not  the  dread  of  death;    he  is  '^ise  beyond  our  sijhtr. 


LYRIC      R5     1  I  ^  0  R 

Jean  Carson  3rown  -  ^-inthrop  C= ,    Rock  "ill,    5=C„ 

I   stajTd  at  the  winclov^  and  comb  my  hair; 
(And  softly  the  moonlight   is  strearning) 
I   feel   throu.jh  my  fingers  the  silken  strands, 
(And  rny  heart   is  full  of  the  mist  v^ithout) 

A  nijhtbi  rd  diirps   in  the  blade  beyond; 
(I  rnuse  with  the  sway  of  the  shadows) 
""y  eyes  are  empty  of  any  dream. 
(And  the  willow  weeps  in  the  moonli:jht.) 

aCEAM     MA3[C 

"^oyd  Collins  -  lutlerUo,    Indianapolis 

Tnere'  s  a  vastness  to  the  ocean  that  can  make  you  nutely  awed, 
Tliere' s  a  rhythm  in    its  motion  that  can  send  your  spirit  wild. 

And  emotions  surge  to  fore  which  were  never  felt  before, 
And  you  feel   both  like  a  master  and  a  child= 

?'ut   it's  not  below   in   quarters  that  is  found  this  fascination, 
■'or  underneath  the  waters  where  the  smelly  engines  drone. 

For  a  man-made  smoke  is  there  and  land-talk's   in  the  air 
And  a  pensive  mood  can  never  claim  its  own. 

You  must  stand  alone  up  forward  where  the  bow  and  breakers  clash, 
Mth  your  face  against  the  windspray  and  your  hair  a  salty  wet; 

It  is  then  the  nayic  comes  like  the  spell  of  midnight  drums, 
.Vid   it  yrips  you  so  you  never  can   Torjet, 

Tliere  are  spots  the  ocean's  green  like  the  hills  of  Londonderry, 
Tliere  are  places   it   is  bluer  than  the  finest  even  in  j  jov/n; 

z.yery  rolling  wave   is  tin^jed  with  a  foam  embroidered  fr in je 
."nd  can  mount  a  ship  on  stilts,  then  as  quickly  pull    it  dovjn„ 

^  a  clear  day,    looking  outward,   you  can  see   into  tomorrow. 

And  the  sunset's  like  a  rainbow  daubed   in  streaks  across  the  sky. 

'lere  a  man  can  feel  more  free  than   in  any  place  there  be, 
I'ihile  the  night's  so  undisturbed  you  could  hear  an  angel   cry. 


1^5 

TOO     H [ G  H 

Don  Murphy  -  I',   of  Maryland 

I   fly  too  high  in  the  sky  to  die 
From  cause  of  the  scuii  below. 
For  they  cannot  touch  the  ''im   irfne. 
Auove  all ,   this   I   know. 

For  I've  heard  the  angel's  voices  there 
As  I   played  with  a  tufted  cloucL 
And  flung  ay  craft  as  a  part  of  me 
'.'here  nothing  else  is  loud. 

So   in  this  wrld   if   I   don't  return, 
Don't  pine  for  me  or  sigh, 
Just  say  they  couldn't  hurt  me 
For  darling   I   fly  too  high. 

S.MOR     AMI  CI 

Alfred  Jesse  -   St.   John's  Co,   '« infield,    llansas 

Proudly,   niy  II ps  parted, 

Shapiry  an  ansvyer  of  defiance  to  t!ie  sjjectre' s  verdict' 

"A  man's  no  man  for  wiiat  he  [;;iynt   liave  been; 

k  nan'  s  a  ;nan  for  what  he  i  si  " 

3ut  e'er  defiance  'lecme  articulate,   t'ia  spectre  lefto 

!    sat  '^.lone;    yst  wit-  its  verdict  — 

T'ecalliiij  raisinj  rny  eyes  and  smiling  at  tlie  stars: 

"ecalliiy  th'i  exhi  I ;  ratio!;  of   i  ntoxlcati  n-j  praicof^  —  propheries 

^'ow,    dullecJ  jy  Its  riruj!  ike  effect, 

1    yearned  oiiCe  moro  for  o!>livionc 

!j_sp8ntho?    There  was  none: 

ihen,    as  \   arose, 

Gavagely  resolviny  to  be,   —  to  find  a.jaln  tny  love. 

The  spectre  —  'o'    '  Twas  thee,   my  friend  beside  liia 

SO  ^J^ 

Lester  '-agel   -  U.  of  Colorado 

!  must  sin^j  my  song  of  the  desert,    and  my  song  siiall 

?.e  of  the  sun-washed  cliffs  and  sands,    cedar  breaks 

'■nd  canons  of  the  desert,     'ly  song   shall   L»e 

?f  the  sumrter  v.'hen  the  sky  is  blue  as  turquoise  from 

mrgottrn  niines  of  Yo^didzil,    the  -;ountain- 

^'f-Preclous- "tones.     Tiie  ivator  .loles  are  '1  idden   in 

Tiie  shade  of  the  cool   deep  canon 3  -f^here   -la'si, 

Tiie  coyote,    hunts   for  mice,  and  cricketo.     ^y  soHv; 

-■h?.ll  be  of  the  autunii  v^ien  Tazhi,    the  turkey, 

Calls  froiT)  the  underLrusho     The  Din'"*, 

£iie  'avaJiC,    brin-3  doirCi  to  the  canoii  floors 

Siieir  dusty  flocks,    and  squirrels  and  desert  mice 

■bard     inon  nuts.      And   !    s'w^.ll    sincj  of  tiie  »-;'inter 

^.'Ivan,    dovn  fraii  tho  '^ever-Suniiner-Land, 

T!ie  Snow-People  come  to  choke  tlie  desort  c.t:ions 

;'bd  to  drive  great  sh^gy  bison  dowi 

To  the  yery  canon  mouths.     And  below 

Ihe  cedar  breaks,   ^'astui-Tso,    the  rrountain  lion 

Hunts  Jadi,   the  antelope 
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ACQin  ESCERCEs 

Brenda  Gaddard  -  Oregon  St.   C. 

If  you  should  take  your  leave 

Cf  men,   and  worldly  things  ^ 

Before  we  have  growrt  old, 

And  shared  the  beauty  and  the  fullness 

Of  life  that  comes  from  perfect   love, 

I   shall   not  grieve. 

For   in  this  little  space 

Of  time,    and  life,   we've  shared 

The  magic  of  great  music^ 

And  seen  the  golden  starlight  overhead 

Remembering  thjs   I   shall  not  seek 

To  leave  this  place. 

Lucsile  Warner  -  Lewsston  St.  H.  S, ,    Idaho 

In  fleeing  the  dark  hands  of  my  thoughts 
I  bend  to  pick  a  dandelion  and  marvel 
-At   its  feathered  petals  of  purest  sunshine^ 
3eautiful   flower  of  all   flowers,  growing 
Forever,    immune  to  our  human  deeds. 


GRAr[  DMOTH  ER'   S     COUPI  SEL 

(^fter    reading    Teasdale's    poetry) 

Betty  Convy  -  IJebster  C. ,  Webster  3roves,   Mo. 

"Aye,    'life  has  loveliness  to  sell,'  -^ 

But  you  must  pay  and  pay  full  well. 

A  few  tears  and  sighs  are  not  enough 

For  sunshine,    shadowed  leaves  and  all  the  stuff 

That  form  our  dreams  and  memory  mists  — 

And  she  pays  well  who  has  been  kissed." 

"idle  nonsensel  "   I    laughed  with  youth's  disdain; 
Now  her  words  of  wisdom  are  my  heart's  refrain  .   .   * 
Yes,   life  has  loveliness  to  sell  — 
The  price  I've  paid   I   cannot  telU' 


D-DAY     PLUS    ORE 

Rosemary  Fitzpatrick  -  Marygrove  C. ,    Detroit 

Pale,  unwelcome  sunlight 
Finds  mock-silver  slippers 
Lying  where  they  fell. 
Scuffed  and  dusty  glamour^ 

Wispy  grey  chiffon,    limp  across  a  chair 
Is  greyer,   now,   with  shadows. 

Brave  to  the  end,    tv«  brown  gardenias 
Sweeten  the  sti 11,   sti 11  ai r. 

Hoon  sounds,  unbidden 
But  Cinderella  sleeps. 


1^7 

THE     ROSE 

John  Coster  Steers  -  Fordham  C. ,    "ew  York  City 

it  sat    in  evening  shade  so  red  and  flush, 
And  Vim  all  warm  and  moist  from  sun  lit  hours, 
■'er  breati;  was  rich  with  scent   so  aveet  and  lush. 
The  mistress,    was  this  rose,    of  man  and  flower, 

FATE 

?'anda  "lachcinski   -  I'ayne  IL ,    r'etroit 

The  wind  doth  blow  upon  the  sand, 

end  del  iver   it  by  cjrain, 

">elentless  and  staunch  against  the  force, 

it  struyjles  but    in  vain, 

Yet,    deject  v^e  may  witli  power  and  fervor,    withstanding 

the  onsl  aught. 
Fight  with  all   that   lies  within  us, 
Fight  for  what  we  seek  and  sought. 
All   that  stands  within  our  grasp  to  alter  as  we  may, 
All   that  may  become  torfiorrow  the  essence  of  the  previous  day. 

DU^'E     SJKDER     WATER 

Sella  de  Staffort  -  Valparaiso  -.', 

I'ind  touch  Far  below 

Captures  go'd  chains  of  the  sun  Drowned  moons  of  amber   ?.\i4   ^-lerald 

at  noon  glow 

Linking  them  to  the  dune  Sea-washing  a  water  mosaic  of 

Under  water  down   into  the  echo-!  ess  small    stones 

depths.  On  the  ^joid  floor  of  a  dune 

Lighter  tiian  shadow  Tharfc  will   never  more  know 

Darker  than  day-glow  Sun  touch. 

Tones  of  rnetal  merge 
On  the  verge 
Of  the  picayune 

Circled  water  rainbows  that  flow 
Mith  wave  touch 
In  a  1  ow 
slow 
lazy  lustre  of  pearl -tones 

F  Ij  L  F  >  L  L  M  E  H  T 

Janet  Cope  ~  Hood  Col  *ege,    Frederick.    Md. 

!    looked  for  you  amsd  the  glare 

Of  all  the  heaven  s  light, 
But  all    I   found  was  brishance  there. 

Too  enpty  and  too  bright, 

I    looked  for  you  arnsd  the  din  And  so  1   sought  a  place  apart 

Of  aSl   the  heaven's  sound,  To  turn  to  .n  despair, 

yut  echoes,    hollow  from  within.  t   crept  withsn  my  secret  heart 

Mere  as  i    !   ever  found.  And  you  were  waJtin<^  the-'e. 


^8 

the    shades   of    night 

Alvema  Sprick  -  KMnona  Sto   T.C. ,  Minn. 

rough  v/ater  —   deep,    icy  blue 

misty  purple  hills  "-  eternally  guard  in;} 

the  horizon  blazinj  fiery  red 

vi/ith  thousands  of  celestial  torches  from  beyond 

multitudes  of  shades  of  color 

from  delicate  pink  to  royal   purple 

dabbled  on  clouds  overhead  ,    ^,  , 

a  launch   silhouetted  ajainst  the  jrey  phenomenon 

sunset  on   lake  pep  in 


WOULD     YOrj     -- 

Jean  ".'.'in  if  red  Evans  -    -'lassboro  '■to   LCo,   -J 

l-'ould  you  but  drop  a  smile  beside  your  way  and   I   wuld  stoop 

and  pick  it  up  and  press  it  to  rny  lips. 
Would  you  but  speak  a  vord  upon  the  air  and   I   would  seek   it  out 

and  press   it  to  my  heart  = 
Would  your  broiAffi  eyes  glance  aimlessly  about  and   !   Kould  sieze 

the  jlance  and  make  it  mine  and  use  it  for  my  dreamSo 
'iould  you  speak  rny  name,  just  carelessly,    and   I   v/ould  come  at  once 

and  be  your  servant  though  you  heed  me  not. 
Would  you  but  know  that  I   exist  and   I   could  live  and  love 

and   life  could  be  complete. 


SaMMER     IMTERLtFDE 

Elizabeth  A.    Freiburg  -  C.  of  St.    Francis,   Joliet,    111, 

Tiie  wind  joes  dashinj,    rushing,   beating; 
Sweeping  nimbus  clouds  across 
Hie  broad  expanse  of  shadinj  blue. 

The  sun  now  flickers,    quickly  fades. 

Faintly  glimmers  far  away 

As  yrayness  shades  the  earth   in  gloomo 

But  now  the  somber  cloud  has  passed  — 
"brilliance  blinds  with  sudden  flash 
^unli-jht  floods  the  earth  anew' 

CLOUD-BURST 

?1    Robert   Rich  -  Potsdam  St.    T.C.,   ^'.Y. 

The  rain  thumped  down 

And  thi  rsty  earth 

Hpaned   its  cavity 

To  gurgle  it  in. 

'!iccoujhinc)  and  belchinj 

Earth  swallowed, 

Then  came  back  for  more, 

When   its  water  hole  was  filled 

Rain  oozed  and  flowed  on  top 

And  the  earth  just  smiled 

Its  face  was  being  washed  and  lifted. 


JiWAIf  Efl  fKG 


k\n  Tyson  -  Greensboro  C. 


We  ponder  and  we  dream; 
We  search  confusedly 
About  the  universe  — 

Md  wonder. 
But  then  we  love  and  live  ~ 

And  know. 


^-etty  -Jane  "earn  Eastern  ''ashington  C    of  Education 

*!leep   is  a  drowsy  child  Waking   is  a  lauyhinj  child 

Curled   in  a  mother' s  arrna  Running  free,    slipping  the  bonds 

'leluctant,   heavy=-eyed,  ^f  loving  arrnso 

It  drifts  in  swirnminy  clouds,  Alive  and  vibrant, 

Steeping  the  air  in  dreams.  It   is  sparkl  ing  drops  of  ocean  spray 

Dashing  to  the  sky^ 


RESO  LUTI  0^ 


lladys  Wibking  -   Illinois  St.  formal 


Here  in  this  fruitless  place 
The  brambles  wedge, 
And  nettle  each  slow  step 
On  contoured  ledge. 


k'here  on  the  secret  earth 
Few  prints  are  found, 
Firms  as  the  rooted  stones 
That  are  sod-bound. 


•  'ere  my  soul   shuns  despair, 
Though  daily  taunted; 

"o  one  knows  !   am  creeping, 
Still   undaunted. 


SO     THAT     I     MAY     KnOli 

Jeanne  de  Graffenreid  -  Southwestern  at  Memphis 

I  want  to  feel  the  cut  of  the  knife, 

And  stick  my  hand   into  the  flame. 

I  want  to  feel   a  broken  heart 

And  see  what  its  edges  mean. 

I  want  to  be  battered  by  the  stomi 

That  cai  only  rage  within. 

I  want  to  be  shattered,   and  shaken,   and  torn, 

3y  the  wrath  of  Heaven  or  the  force  Selow. 

I   want  to  know  how  lod  feels 

When  all  His  children  lie  hurt  upon  the  field. 

To  know  what  cold  and  want   is  — 

To  have  a  part   in  death  — 

To  feel  the  winter's  icy  blast 

And  the  sun's  relentless  beat. 

io  be  bitten  by   insects  one  by  one  — 

To  be  completely  beaten. 

So  that  I  may  know  the  anguish 

Of  his  heart, 

llien  he  comes  home  to  me. 
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T  HI  L  f  G  !i  T 


Phyllis  Ann   Gentry  -  tiars  "iill    C. 


A  star,    afraid  of  darkness, 
Peered  from  behind  a  cloud 
And  saw  the  moon  and  smiled„ 

Then,   tiltin;^  high  his  chin, 
''e  slipped   into  the  night, 
Puffed  out  his  chest  and  beainedc 


PO  ETRY 

[^iith  Jewel   '"eston  -  3an  Dieyo  St.    C„ ,    Califs 

Poetry  is  a  wild  bird   in  the  sky. 

A  wild  bird,   but  not  hard  nor  cruel. 

A  wild  bird  that   is  beautiful    in  spirit  but  untouched. 

Serene  or  pouriny  forth  a  tumult,    it  speaks  alone  to  jod. 

Poetry   is  a  wild  bird    in  the  sky. 

Poetry  is  a  wilH   iird    in  the  sky. 
T:  drifts  or  rises  high  ijy  fitful  clouds. 
A  wild,    whi  ce  oird,    it  hovers  on  the  winds, 
And  rests  upon  the  finger  of  lod. 


FEARLESS 

Muriel   iiarnnond  -  L'.  of  Buffalo 

!    let  a  sympliony's  exultation  reach   into  r.iy  Sveinj  today, 

And  I   was  unaf  rai  i, 

I    lei  myself  soar  with  the  srnying  words  of  a  fanciful   play, 

And  !   was  unafraid. 

!   yave  my  body  to  the  1  ift  and  ur»^e  of  swift  rsiotion. 

And  i   was  unafraid. 

Then  I    looked  at  my  life  that   is  to  be  and,    lookinij,    smiled 

i  n  contentment, 
For  !   was  unafraid. 


DAEDALUS 

■fretchen  L.    Turnham  -  ''.   of  "ei^raska 

;!y  heart  was  prisoned  by  the  prosy  snare 
Of  daily  living.      Circumscribed  and  bound 
To  dull   routine,    held,    fastened  to  tlie  jround 
3y  inortal   lethargy,    it  did  not  dare 
To  yaze  up,   out,    into  the  boundless  air, 
^est  it  should  v.'ish  to  find  some  way  around    . 
Its  prison  barricades.      It  would  have  found 
!'o  earthly  passaje  freeing   it  from  care. 

r»ut  then  you  came,   oh  skilled  artificer, 

And  molded  for  my  captive  spirit  wings. 

Our  hearts  flew  free  toward  passion's  burning  lijht. 

My  spirit  flav  too  high,    feel  i  nj  the  spur 

Of  love,    and  perished;    but  not  time  nor  things 

Can  rob  me  of  that  one  Ion;.;  burninj  flight. 


Si 


REWEHIB  ER     THf  S 

Denfse  Petty  -  Hunter  Collie,  N.YC. 

When   I  am  dead 

And  snow  long  since  has  fallen, 

Gov'  ring  that  square  stone 

That'  s  all  you  have  left  of  me  — 

Remember,  mourning,   this: 

Hot,   prosaically,   that  it's  Gbd'swill, 

But  more  important  still, 

That  all  that  was  good  and  great  in  me  was  3od' s 

And  of  myself  I'm  —  nil. 

FOUND     IN      ^n      ASH-C/>N 

Hillie  Harrison  -  Webster  C ,   Webster  Iroves,   'b. 

Ah  thou  withered,   curled  up  pansy 
What  hath  warped  thee?  Mas   it  frenzy  ~ 
'  Cause  thy  stem  reached  not  the  water 
When  the  careless  girl   arranged  thee? 

Or  perhaps  deep  joy  did  fold  thee  — 
Soft  breathed  lover's  murmurs  told  thee 
'  Keep  these  words  in  thine  embrace 
And   let  the  warmth  of  our  love  mold  theeJ 

FALSE  APPEARANCES 

Jean   Stuckert  -  C.  of  booster,   0. 

Bare  branches  against  a  pale  blue  dome. 
Black,   hard   lines  like  a  Chinese  painting., 
Grotesque  shapes,   twisted  and  gnarled. 
Yet  a  promise  of  spring. 

The  sky  behind  is  distant  and  fluffy 
kMth  gliding  clouds,   ethereal   and   inviting, 
Seeming  a  paradise  of  everlasting  dreams, 
3ut  cold  as  Death. 


I     LIKE 

Evelyn  Monson  -  U.  of  Idaho,    Pocatello 

I   like  lady  bugs.    Fuzzy  towels.   Deep  comfy  chairs, 
i^eon   lights.  Husky  voices.  And  cheese. 
!   like  cocoa  in  mugs.  And  leathery  smells. 
Swiss  embroidery.   And  pictures  of  seas. 

!   like  concerts.   And  puppies.   And  gay  pinafores. 
Clean  white  paper.   Slack  ink.  And  trains. 
I   like  poems  by  Mi  Hay.    Recordings  by  Shaw. 
Dandelions.  And  bright  window  panes. 

I   like  picnics.  And  dancing.  And  wind   in  my  hair. 
Silhouettes.   And  perfume  ~   if  light. 
3ut   I  think   I   like  best,   even  more  than  the  rest, 
Tiie  whispering  of  pines  in  the  night. 
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TOMORROW 


lever  1y  Herring  -  Christian  C. ,    Columbia,  lio. 


There  will  be  tomorrows 

Ctretchinj  on  like  winding  ribbon  roads, 

And  spread  with  shifting   heaps  of  dusty  fortune., 

3ut   I    shall    see  the  yesterdays 

That  lie  behind  me  in  the  mst 

of  warTii,    sweet  1  i  f e  I   knew 

'"J hen  I    had  you. 


A     P  A  3  A  r-     SHADOW 

Aurel  ia   '.    ''ankins  -  'larygrove  C,    Detroit 

Fate  —  "raithlike,   elusive, 
Pope  less  and  fearful. 
Ever  pursui  ng, 
Kever  relenting, 
Ever  promisinxj 
Evil    and  —  Death. 

AURA      (To    Eva) 

/^Ifred  Levinson  -  Uo   of  Wisconsin 

Today,   with  wisps  of  love  rny  thoughts  are  plined. 
A'hile  brittle  guns  cut  down  the  bloody  clouds, 
This  granite  block  of  mind   is   love-festoonai. 
Each  love-corsaye   is  grey  with  coffin-shrouds. 

The  mCTories  of  pleasures  past  unwind 

Their  coil,    then  disappear; 

The  sky   is  clear, 

And  flesh  arrests  cofrmiunion  with  the  mind. 

Flushed  merit)ries  on  broad-flung  wings  bear 

The  seeds  of  love  forgot;    an  autumn  breeze 

Ei-fibeds  my  soul    in  soft,    nostalgic  ease  .   .   . 

...    in  folded  arms  of  slender  leaves,    spread  wliere 

The  comfclpj  touch  of  wind  denudes  the  trees, 

My  dear  love  sleeps; 

A  silent  squirrel   creeps, 

And  floats  green  needle-pines  around  her  head, 

Its   jewelled  slivers  flowing  brown-strewn  bed; 

A  stream,   wood-born,    springs  cut  upon  the  hill, 
3athing  twisted  roots   in  earth;    its  clear 
Cold-twinkling  lijht  around  me  leaps,    and  still 
The  wods,   and  hushed  these  steps  that  bring  her  near. 
She  v/akes,    (a  bird  moves  round   in  poised  flight), 
And  ta!<eG  me  to  her  breast  .   ,   .   the  ragged   hood 
Of  nijht  moves  slowly  west.     I'ith  dusk-perfumed, 
The  wind  pervades  the  hollows  of  the  wood. 
And  murmuring  leaves  lie  wrapped    in  night  a:^ainc 

My  dream,   from  stone  a  lovely  flower  bloomed, 
flow  withers,   drifts  away,    and  though  strong  men 
Like  shriveling  drear.is  wilS   die,    in  battles  doomed, 
Tonight,   my  thoughts  with  wisps  of  love  are  pinned. 
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SUM  Rl  SE 

Ruth  Hoi  in  -  Hcrskingom  College 

h  Artist  splashed  a  paint-brush  'cross  the  sky  — 

A  gay  and  glorious  dash  of  rosy  hue. 
His  brush-tip  touched  a  fleecy  cloud  on  high, 

It  streaked  with  gold  the  sky  so  blue. 

Tine  Heavenly  Artist  sketched  a  vision  new, 

in  colors  far  too  rending  for  our  eyes; 
He  painted  there,   for  me,  —  for  you  —  , 

A  preview  of  His  Heaven,    in  the  skies. 

FALL (N  Q     STAR 

Mary  Riffel  -  Webster  Colle^je,   Webster  Groves,  Mo. 

A  stone  as  bright 

As  a  child'  s  del  ight 

Skimmed  over  night'  s  blue  lake, 

And  left  a  trail 

Of  1 ight  to  prevai 1 

On  midnight  waves,   and  wake 

Star's  fish-tike  eyes 

With  fiery  surprise  ~ 

Then  fade  and  grow  opaque. 

3L0RY 

ituriel  Alexander  -  Washington  Square  C,  "Jew  York  -J. 

The  glory  gained, 

The  trophy  tarnished  .... 

The  dancing  metal  was  but  the  mirrored  majesty 

Projected  for  one  brief  eon      °  ®"" 

To  weight  the  balance  of  the  mind 
And  measure  worth  that's  in  the  find. 
But  who  can  appraise  with  honesty 
the  baubles  of  one'  s  vanity? 

THOU  GHT 

Claire  O'Brien  -  C.  of  Mew  Rochelle,  H.Y. 

My  feet,  unclad,   have  climbed  the  jagged  stars 

And  winged  the  weary  footsteps  of  the  crowd. 

"'y  song  has  soothed  the  lightning's  ragged  scars 

And  slit  the  layers  of  cotton  of  a  cloud. 

■'y  hands  have  shaped  and  set  the  new-blown  sun 

And  hung  the  moon  upon  the  edge  of  day 

And  filled  sky  balls  with  fancies,  one  by  one, 

And   rolled  them  down  to  earth  for  mortal   play. 

Tlie  child'  s  unspoken  words  have  been  my  toys. 

I've  pulled  the  threads  of  laughter^ s  bursting  seams, 

I've  spun  on  dizzy  pinnacles  of  joys, 

r  ve  caught  the  untame  fantasy  of  dreams. 

I've  scraped  my  blade  upon  the  sheel  of  time  ~ 

The  wealth  of  centuries,   and  truth  are  mine. 
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CYCLE 

Cally  Scarborough  -  C=    of  St.   Hary  of  the  Springs,   =^ 

Instinctively  Possessing  friend 

!   ijrope  and  plead  for  jod,  I   clasp  him  to  my  heart 

And  finding  not,  In  tender  love 

i    weep   as  children  do  Till    in  iiis  noble  soul 

And  seek  my  friend,  !    find  .ny  %(!, 

TILLER     AT     DAl«iN 

Jeremy  Ets-''ot<in  -  '*enlo  dro    C ,    Calif- 

jreen  the  sunrise  and  the  rich,   turned  earth. 

''arness  your  plow  and  push  it  with  hard  hands. 

Watch  the  sky  1  ighten  over  your  valley,    your  land. 

Yours   is  the  Earth; 

The  greatness  of  nature  made  civil  ized  by  your  workings. 

8era1dine  Alexander  -  U.   of  California,   Los  Angeles 

I's'ere  I  to  see  beyond  the  edge  of  oceans, 
If  I  could  steal  a  glimpse  beyond  a  sea, 
Were  I  to  catch  a  look  beyond  earth's  ceiling, 

Full   of  stars  — 

So  br i J ht  ~  with  all   earth's  feeling. 
Jeweled  dreams  \»/ould  then  unfold, 
I'd  take  them  with  my  hand  and  always  hold 
Their  beauty   in  my  eyes. 

If   I   could  steal 

A  glimpse  beyond  the  skies. 

MAaNOLI  AS 

Fat  Corrijan  -  St.   l^ary  of  the  I'toods  C. ,    I  nd. 

To  some  you  are  ~  To  me  you  are  — 
Tits  of  white  velvet,  An  angel  glow 

Crimson  hue,  Lit  by  jod. 

Sun-browned  branch.  To  bless  the  eartli 

A  southern  view.  Where  Me  had  trod. 


TR  Ar  L'  S     END? 

Tei  1  '(as dan  -  U,  of  South  Hakota 

If  an  afterl  ife  is  all 

That  it   is  said  to  be. 

If  life  could  benefit  and  gain, 

If  tortured  souls  be  freed 

Fran  anguish,    pain,    and  terror, 

And  a  multitude  of  thinjs. 

Then,    in  truth,    it  were  a  tragedy 

That  no  one  ever  brings  — 

Or  will   bring  —  word  of  what's  beyond 

To  suffering  nrortals  here, 

To  find  this  peace 

They  too  must  pass 

Through  the  portals  labeled  "Fear." 
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FUT ! L I TY 

Mary  lerkman  -   loshen  C,    !  nd 

If  only  I  could  rid  my  heart  of  all    its  unsung  music, 
From  my  tonyue  tlirust  all   the  unsaid  words, 
And  from  my  r^ind  brush  away  all   thoughts  of  you, 
Tiien   I   would  liave  p'^ace. 
)ut  only  for  awiiile. 

TOAP/iNSY 

Ann  "atal  ie  !'anseii  -  C.   of  Ct=  "lary  of  the  Sprinis,   ^■. 

■?  1  ittle  somber  face 
Of  blossoms  -mid  the  dirt, 
Lift  up  your  sober  countenance 
And  smile  as  though  unhurt= 

S  [  L  E  K  C  E 

^osemary  Owens  -   Immaculate  r'eart  Co,    "ollywood,    Calif= 

Come  to  me  wJien  I    ar"  lonel/= 

The  silence, of  the  all   alone  is  frasjynt 

With  pain  arid  taut 

:!itn  fear,  of  life  —  of  deat'i. 

oilence  must  be  a  co'  racle,    a  friend, 

^r  else  other 

Denions  may  appear. 

Come,    aiid   it  will    je  a  b rot -ere 


DREAMS 

Call'/  Eo    !n  rwan  -  DePauw  '•'. ,    Vee:  castle,    Ind, 

"I'his  Life  iiolds  for  me 

■■raiia.cc  =  liidden  with  dark  eyed  visions  — 

?e-?.l  ed  away' 
"yslerious  Shakespeare  veils  my  patii 

■"it-,  dark  empurpled  treed, 
"n interrupted  Splendor 

Fi  nds  me  st  i  1 1 
Dreaminj  of  that  wiiich 

!   so  lovso 


!(  f!  0  W  L  E  D  3  E 

Eileen  '^' Lsary  -  "otre  ?ame  C. ,    r^outh  ^ucl  id,    ""= 

If  knowledge  such  a  priceless  jain 

■'an and i n j   al  1    f ra-'  1  i tt  1  e  sk i  1 1  ed? 

Driving  man  through  strife  and  pain  -- 

^fferinjwhat?     Demands  fulfilled, 

Ohe    las  tile  peace  and  consolation  for  the  weary  hours  of  the  old, 

She  also  has  the  power  to  ma!<e  the  younj   hearts  stron^   and  nold= 

For  armed  with  sv.ord  of  truth 

And  sheltered   in  sweet  freedom's  tower, 

And  guided  b^  the  hand  of  jod, 

i(now1ed:je  is  the  source  of  power. 
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A     FARM     MOOSE     FROM     p     Ff  I  L  L 

Howard  H.    Rowlette  -  Eastern  Kentucky  St.   T.  C. 

Trim  it  lay  in  all    its  sprawling  juttings 

joth  angular,    and  curved.   Squatting  fowl   fashion 

Upon  the  rich  dark  ground. 

Suckling   its  life,   from  that  same  solid  soil 

Surrounded  by  its  many  outhouses 

Reeking   royally  of   innumerable  individual  odorsr; 

Meretriciously  snuggled  neath  verdant  tree  grov/hh. 

Lolling   lazily  out  to  the  hazy  horizon 

A  beautiful  bountiness,   the  vital   variety  of  viands. 

Turbulent  traceries  of  foliage. 

Delicate  dandelions  dance  in  pastures  green; 

Or  flowers  withered   in  woodland  haunt. 

A  Perfect  Serenity. 

ODE     TO     SPRING     (Madrigal) 

Honor  Brady  -  Syracuse  U. ,  MoY. 

As  a  fleeting  fawn  across  the  green  — 
3arbed   in   rich   robes  of  alcheny, 
Life's  wealth  within  thy  realm  enslaved  — 
Leapl    exulted  one;    arisel    the  robins  sing 

"Enter,   Springl" 
Oh  i  Seasons,'    the  curtain  now  draw  back! 
The  earthen  stage  is  set  for  thee, 
White  bearded,  weary  trav'  ler,    exit' 
For  comes  the  debut  of  another  King, 

3ox  office  hit,  not  you,   but  Springl 
Like  fairy  nymphs  upon  a  spree  -- 
'Mth  blossoms  trailing  vines,    and  swaying  trees, 
'i'eath  a  cradle  spooned  'tween  endless  blue 
And  cotton  clouds  —  3od' s  balcony  -- 

From  the  theater  wing,   enter  Springl 


HOMESICKNESS     I  fl     THE     F  /(  L  L 

' iary  Jo  /^rterberry  ~  Carroll  C, ,   Waukesha,   Uis. 

A  silver  bird  against  the  clear,   cold  sky; 
An  oak,    its  naked  branches  flinging  high 
In  search  of  some  unreachable  desire; 
The  pungent  smell  of  crackling  pine,   afire; 

The  laundry-whiteness  of  the  drifted  snow; 
The  sequined  sparkle  of  foggy  lights  aglow, 
"ITiat  pierce  the  twilight  mist  of  a  sleepy  street; 
The  ear-arresting  snap  of  twigs,   under  feet; 

The  quiet  noise  that's  heard  in  a  country  night; 
The  soft  appeal  of  flattering  candlelight; 
The  haunting,   yearning   loveliness  of  all 
That  brings  oack  memories  of  home  at   Fall; 

These  wake  my  senses,  make  me  more  award 
That  jod   in  nature  is  with  me  every\^/herea 
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Si  LHOUETTE 

'lelen  Pratt  -  ^'ew  Jersey  C.   for  Wanen,    ^ew  Brunswick 

A  black  night  Two  lanterns 

Looking  at  herself  Lazily  swinging  high, 

in  the  smooth,    quiet  ripplings  Fastened  to  the  rrooii   )y  clasps 

'^f  a  poolc  *^f  glearninj  light. 

M  E  R  E  D  I  T  Y     VERSUS     E  f '  V  I  R  0  K  M  E  ^!  T 

Ivae  Schear  -  ''ayne  U, ,    Detroit 

"ost  often  heredity  twists  and  squirms 
I'igglinj   its  way  into  little  sex  (jerms. 
Yet  sometimes  by  a  mere  quirk  of  fate 
Environment  retreads  hered  ity' s  gait. 

FANFARE 

Harbara  A.    Holland  -  U.   of  Pennsylvania 

Across  the  carpet  of  the  matted  grass, 
Down  rliodedendron  walks  and  hidden   lanes, 
The  fanfare  of  those  splendid  lx)rns  of  Drass 
Once  iTiore  resounds,    strange,   melancholy  strains. 
Ori;jht  orange  are  the  welcome,    full   refrains 
As  ]ay  as  waltzes  at  the  roya'   balls. 
Oad  only   in  the  sunset  when  swift  rains 
'!ave  pol  ished  all   the   ivy  on  the  walls, 
?ucli  are  the  sounds  of  trumpet  f1o'//er  calls. 

THREE    LOVES 

Ada  K,   Wilson  -  llenville  St.    G, ,    !/'-   Va. 

I   love  (5 Id  things,  I    love  happiness, 

Gnperors,    kin:]s,  Simplicity,    loveliness, 

hVinkled  faces,  Sfiillny  faces, 

Familiar  places.  Charming  places. 

!   love  youth, 
Carefree,    uncouth, 
Laughing  faces, 
Daring  places. 

THE     A  f  J  3  E  L  U  S 

Dorothy  Lea  Dodd  -  Eajtern  llashingtor  Co   of   Education 

Day  fades,    and  night  draws  ni:jh. 

Still    shadows  creep  across  the  sky. 

The  Anjel  us,   through  gathering  twilight  peals. 

The  tools  of  labor  of  the  darkening  field 

Are   quitted. 

"^he  laborers  have  yone  to  rest. 

'Tis  thus  from  dawn  of  you!'!-.   ' ''.I] 

Sets'  1  ife's  sun 

And  fades  the  sou!    immortal e  to   imrortality. 

Soon  knells  the  Angel  us  ~-  and  day  is  done. 
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SING    FfE    A     SONG 

Brace  A.   Priebe  -  Morton  Jr.  C,   Cicero,    111. 

Oh  sing  me  a  song  of  the  birds  and  the  trees 
Of  the  birds  and  the  trees  and  the  wind, 
Sing  me  a  song  to  calm  the  earth 
And  keep  my  Soul  within. 

Oh  sing  me  a  song  of  the  storrn  and  the  night 
Of  the  storm  and  the  night  and  the  sea, 
Sing  me  a  song  to  arouse  the  earth, 
A  song  to  awaken  me. 

THE     TWILIGHT    OF     ^     DAY 

Cecillia  Berwick  -  Southern  Methodist  U= ,    Dallas 

The  air   is  hushed, 

Is  heavy  with  dew- frag  ranee. 

Sharp  are  the  cries  of  night-birds, 
Hunting  for  their  insect  supper. 

The  cricket  cricks, 

Cricks   in  the  twilight-silence. 

The  sky   is  tinted. 

Tinted  blue  with  purple  clouds. 

All    is   in  silence, 

IS  in  a  hush  of  twil  ight. 

For  3od'  s  resting  hand  rests  on  the 

Twil ight  of  a  day. 

TOLERANCE     -     /iM  ERICA  N      STYLE 

i^'arilyn  Carlock  -  Boise  Jr.   C. ,    Idaho 

The  house  weaved,   crashed   in  a  red  flame; 

T!ie  Japanese-American  looked  at  his  frightened  wife. 

Me  smelled  the  :jasoline, 

Saw  the  car's  red  tail   light 
Disappear  around  the  bend= 

The  still   form  of  the  Jewish  boy 
Lay  half  out  of  the  ditch; 
Tlie  sun   shone  warmly, 
Clotting  the  blood  on  the  cuts; 
Fingering  the  bruises  softly, 

"Rie  negro's  eyes  were  glazed  with  terror; 
Me  saw  the  mob,   heard  the  shouts  as  through  a  haze„ 
He  saw  the  rope,   the  tree  with  the  convenient  branch; 
His  heart  beat  wildly. 
Then  the  fear  was  stilled; 
Tlie  branch  of  the  tree  hung  lower. 

The  orator  droned  on  ~  of  tolerance  —  of  the  "American  Way", 
Of  equality  and  brotherhood. 

He  spoke  glowingly  of  fair  play  and  the  generosity  of  Americans. 
Tne  audience  sat  straiyhter  in  their  chairs, 
And  smiled  the  warm    good  smile  of  the  righteous 
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S  0  ^■  3     FOR     A     WORLD     U  N  3  0  R  K 

Rhea  Anton  -  U.   of  Pennsylvania 


?U  r   in  the  viomb  of  yesterd.s^' 
"eiv  world,    sing  yiur  unheard 
Lcn:,-seeki  ny  son^;    drain  deep 
"our  isffient,    even  frori  decay,' 
7or  the  dust  of  other  lives  makes 
lich  tiie  soil  of  nevv-rown  fields 


''he  ener jy  of  other 


never 


1  i  vej 

1ost„ 


!  S 


'vhat  tliough  I    sniff  death 

In  the  birt'i  pan^s  of  Torno rro'//? 

iiajestic,   v»mb-bounri  world, 

Sing    in  the  ni^ht  blind  blackness 

And  stir, 

■%on  you  will   burst    irrho  Tomorrov.' 

";oro  j-jurc  and  rroud  for  havinj  drsinlc 

Life  jlood  f  rorri  a  rnoriDund  fecsjndity. 


c  0  ra  A  3  I  0  ?' 

To  rot  hy  Sill    -  11  i  1 1  i  am  J  ewel  1    C, ,    L  i  '.)erty,   ■  .o 

"e  calm,   oh  waves,   be  calml 

Lash  not  the  helpless  sands  whicli  stretch  to  greet  theel 
Scare  not  the  friendly  birds  v/ho  dip  so  swiftly 

Cown  to  kiss  thy  gleaming  surfacel 

He  calml 

Find  rest,   great  sea,    be  calmJ 

Then  art  thou  •nore  jsautiful   v'hen  thou  art  stilK 
Contagious   is  thy  nxsod  to  me,    and  peace  will 
Spread   into  MY  heart    if  TI'OL;  art  calm. 

He  stilll      ie  Still! 


S  '^  A  D  0  li'  S     A  f '  D     S  i  L  E  ::  C  E 

Carl   Ao    CleiTiente  ■ 

"u  sk  i  s  mant  1  ed  o^  er  t  he  hill 

whence  creeps  the  saffron  irioai 

silent,    down  the  luminary  way 

casting  silhouettes  iveyond  the 

and  from  the  Sapphic  dune 

Love  is  just  a  breath  away 

wi  thin  t  he  s  hiadows   i  nt  irn ate 

cf  liiany  M3rds  that   ran 

before  tiie  hopeless  tide 

0 n  w n i c !i  to  sp ecu  1  at e 

of  moods  we  draw   insane 

to  still  t!ie  restless  reverie 

harnony  in  silence 

harniony  and  pain 

where  searchinj  Siieiriory 

f  i  nd s  b  ut  end  1  ess  calls 

upon  t!ie  wind  apart 

•Tid  silence   in  the  evening 

can/es  shadows  on  my  heart. 

Yesterday    is  done 
all  the  words  are  fled 
beneath  the  underwash 
of  darkness  and   secrecy 
tangled   in  a  web  of  ai^jht 
lost   in  a  lunar  sea, 


01 


Arizona 


colonnade 

!bw  f  1  iiiisy  is  rel  iance 
on  the  aftermath  of  dreans 
when  Fortune  leers  defiance 
of  our  ;jayly  bordered   xlieines, 

'■".ithsr   is  Miy  Caravan 

of  hosts  and  rrany  entities 

vylio  ride  alone  and   plan 

a  race    in  sandy  seas 

and  all   the  pat'i  elude.^ 

v\Vi  at  s  aJ  n  es  s  rn  ay  con  sp  i  r ;-; 

until   tiie  stresn  of  time  concludes 

the  f umbl  inj  of  desirs 

Tiiere  is  a  breath  psrverse 

a  mel  ancholy  tide 

defines  our  I'jorlds  diver>?e 

nor  can   abide 

the  rec!<less  v.'him  forlorn 

the  affirmative  of  chance 

v^iich  may  possibly  adorn 

a  ward  of  circumstance. 
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AWAKEN  I  NG 

Clyde  McLeod  -  I'toman' s  C,  U.  of  North  Carolina 

The  light  of  morning  draws  me  from 
My  tapestry  of  dreams 
■■ihich   1  ies  unfinished 
Upon  my  pi  1  low, 

I   turn   again   and  jrope 

Mith  the  tiny  needle  of  my  mind 

To  catch 

The  elusive  golden  threads; 

3ut  my  pattern   rare 
Fades  with  the  y lowing  dawn 
.^fid  each  jossaner   strand 
'lelts  before  the  light  of  day. 

SUMMERSPELL 

Puth  M  Johnson  -  Pacific  Lutheran  C, ,    Parkland,  I'asho 

Sometimes  when  sunlight's  sifting  bars 
Are  softly  glimm'rin-j  everywhere 
A  peace  pervades  the  atmosphere 
And  a  spoil    is  cast   into  the  air. 

1  hear  with  sharper  ear  and  keen  Tne  evening  vespers  of  the  firs 

Fairies  sing   in  jrassy  blade  Are  elfin  flutes  that  gently  play 

i  hear  with  quickened  senses  then,  Gijch  melodies  to  lull  the  earth 

A  dryad  chorus  in  willow  glade.  And  ease  the  tumult  of  the  day. 

And  then  from  off  the  jrassy  knoll,  3ut  with  the  fall  of  shadow  deep 

The  mossy  rise,   the  sunlit  hill,  Upon  the  fields  and  purpled  glen 

I  hear  staccato  pixie  tunes  The  music's  faint,  the  magic's  gone 

!n  voices  gay  and  high  and  shrill.  I   find  myself  alone  again. 

BO  STOM 

Alison  Dittmer  ~  Simmons  C,   Boston 

Lavender  encased   in  brown 
Will   not  admit  the  naked  world, 
Mor  tolerate  the  reds  and  greens 
That  swarm  below  the  founding  hill. 

Mad  desires  of  afternoon 
Culminate  in  paper  squares, 
Thumbtacked  on  the  wall  of  pearl 
To  viard  away  the  sensuous  1  ight. 

'.'Jhite  and  lavender  and  lemon, 
Hever  any  others 

To  disturb  the  drifting  vajueness 
Of  the  heavy  silken  curtain. 

lehind  the  lavender,    in  gray. 
They  summarize  the  aphorisms, 
Mute  and  unrelenting. 
Of  the  other  separate  sphere. 


61 

{NTERLUDE  ~  ^ 

Katherine  Marie  f'unter  -  Sweet  Briar  C. ,    Va. 

■Ian,  having  entered  into  the  Valley  of  Thought,  can  no  lonijer 
believe  in  one  3od  of  heaven  and  of  hell,  but  must  devise  some 
new  rest  in. j  place  for  his  dead  soul. 

T 

ilhy  not  a  sun  streaked,   gamboling  dell, 

Mhere  Life  shall  be  passing  the  day 

'Til   soft  crypts  shall   hold  me  dov,'n  under  the  eariih, 

And  no  one  shall  nourn  me  'til  '-ay, 

uhen  they  shall   have  questioned  and  nocked    ''nee  as  !, 

And  trgnblinj,  riiora  silent  than  birth, 

Shall   seep  dow  as  rsin  to  the  place  v/here  I    lie 

Awa i  t  i  n J  t  ha'i ,   wa nri  st  i  11   with  m  i  rt  h» 


Louisa  Lasseter  -  Peabody  C., ,   '-ashville 

The  brittle  ice  cracks,    scrsaniiy^   Trees  must  bleed, 

Surrender  beauty  which  t'sey  cannot  bear^ 

~n8  by  ens  the  blacSc  1  irob?  break  and  tear 

As  ice  rides  doix'n  to  earlii  her  conquered  st.ied. 

The  tree,   v^en  freed  of  i^/eijht  and  stripped  of  chanTis, 

'.'ill  then  recall   s'le  •I'ore  a  silver  wreath, 

Loo!(  dovm  on  scattered  twigs  beneath 

And  moan  the  loss  of  these  her  severed  arms. 

The  weivjht  of  all  this  white  sweetness  shines 

"pon  my  1  inbs  as  heavily,      'y  fate 

Is  i'.ii;itnent,   yet  pov/erless  to  abate 

m  !,   who,   knowing  ho'^/  ice  lies  in  lines 

Along  the  limb,    heavy  as  a  crown. 

Hold  out  my  ea^er  arms  and  call    it  dov'^. 

LETTER    TO     OKI?.'AWA        'Sonnet    Xll) 

'.ois  Anne  Schnabel  -  southwestern  C,    leorjeto'^fti,   Tex. 

!   sx-mre  I   should  forc-et  you,    in  iny  way 
'/f  swearing,   without   reason  or  a  word  — ■ 
And  so  !   shall,   before  tomorrow/ s  day 
"pens  one  eye  to  watch  an  early  bird 
^op    to  the  cherry  bou-jh  and  sinj  at  dawn: 
Before  the  morn  in;]  world  sits  up  in  bed, 
Iro^gy  with  sleep,   to  shaJ;e  her  head  and  yawn 
And  stretchv    and  watch  a  rnorning  sky  run   red. 

^'it  this  is  midni'jht,   and  the  moonlit  trees 
J'ilver  the  p.hadows,    sijhin^   as  they  lie 
I'arm   in  the  nijht  wind' 55  ams  =    .   = 

A  1  ittla  breeze 
Ruffles  my  cuteins,    and  my  tlioughts  must  fly 
^'kjain  to  you. 

!   swore  I    should  foryet, 
hd  SO  i   shall,   but  not  toniyht  —  not  yet. 
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SaN3     OF    BIRCHES 

Betty  Hines  -  State  Teacher*  s  C= ,   Beniidji,   Minn. 

Your  blue-smoked  tips  suspended  hazily 
Above  pale  slender  stems  of   ivory  cream 
Curl    lazily  around  the  shajgy  pine 
And  rfsing    in  thin,   twisting   filaments 
Become  the  more  ethereal    light  of  day. 

Your  purple-shadowed  forms  were  first  to  see 
The  pale  pink  moon  rise,  dripping  from  the  1  a!<e, 
A  pine  tree  caught  the  moon  and  held    it  fast  — 
1    saw  your  lacy  branches  weave  the  snare 
That  held  me  captive  to  your  moonlit  clianrin 

H EM i SPHERIC     SOLfDARiTY 

James  j.    Litvin  -  All^heny  C,   fleadville,    Pa. 

I    live  in  a  wrld  The  sight,    lenient,   can  gaze 

That  convulses^    expands  Unaided  —  unafraid  —  proud; 

And  takes  offense   if  heard;  Heap  fuel   until   a  blaze. 

It  often  breai<s  the  bands  The  results  of  prasses  loud, 

Of  decency.     They  are  tight,  lives  joyful,    hea- t-glowing  heat 

True      They  confine^   but  then  That  warms  the  marrow  of  the  bonef 

A  girdled  f!i;jure  is  a  sight  Makes  races,    creeds  meet  and  greet 

We  love  to  see  again  —  again„  And  man/el   —  They  are  not  a!one 
With  out!  me,    a  soft  and  cun/eous  one.  —  alone. 

A  bosom  round  —  blooming  out 
In  graceful  curve  —  has  none 
3ut  loveliness  and  purity  about. • 

the    fabric    of    my    heart 

31oria  Ross  -  llellesley  College 

t'ie  fabric  of  my  heart  is  gossamer 

seeking  to  have  and  to  hold 

but  unable 

always   it  breaks  or  bruises 

or  seems  to  fade  away 

the  beat  of  my  heart    Is  f an-1  ike 
coquettish   it  seems  and  unsteady 
but  made  to  flutter 
violently  for  a  while 
and  then  be  st  H  I 

the  tint  of  my  heart    is  pearl -like 

sHver  and  rose  and  gold  and  gray 

not  one  color 

but  none  and  many 

reflecting  the  shades  nearest  to  itr 

the  essence  of  my  heart   is  invisible 

the  holes  of  the  gossamer 

the  aura  of  the  pea.  I 

when  the  fan    Is  strU,   the  fabric  faded 

where  then  will    it  be? 
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ffUSlCALLY     SPEAKING 

Betty  Lou  McCowen  -  Horthwei    Missouri   St.   L 

Each  life  is  like  a  piece  of  music 
A  song  that   is  sung  by  time; 
Sometimes  the  rhytiim   is  irregular, 
Sometimes  the  words  don't   rhyme. 

Life  can  be  like  a  piece  of  jazz 
i^lways,   peppy,    light  and  gay, 
Or  it  can  be  a  minor  refrain 
Slowed  down  by  grief  along  the  way 

Oh,   that  my  life  could  be  a  medley 
^'f  hopes,    and  -Joys  and  \ear5, 
Arranged  to  make  a  perfect  Symphony 
Throughout  the  cooling  yaars. 


SONK  ET     TO     Dl  ^N  /!, 

June  Potter  -  L!.   of  California  at  Los  Angeles 

Cold  joddess,    divinity  of  tlie  night-blue  sky, 

Portrait  of  Patience,    silent  and  remote: 

Throbs  your  heart  beneath  its  silver  coat, 

For  the  agony  of  men,   born  to  die? 

On  your  cool   brow  does  there  difnly  lie 

A  tender  passion  of  we  as  you  note 

The  ugliness  of  conquerors  that  gloat 

''n  battle  fire  and  that  love  deny? 

Fair  majesty,  gaze  with  tolerance  on  the  land. 

Endure  the  madness,    wasted  blood,    and  ruin. 

Cast  gentle  radiance  with  a  gentle  hand. 

This  lost  humanity,   unblinded  soon 

'.iill    raiae  blurred  eyes  in  mute  demand, 

For  Night's  tranquillity  beneath  the  moon. 


NEW     SNOW 

Jack  H.   Howe  -  Morningside  C. ,    Sioux  City,    la. 

1    an  the  first  who  has  passed  this  way, 
For  there  are  no  marks  upon  the  snow, 
No  print  of  child's  foot, 
^r  sagging,   oldish  arch, 

I  wi  1 1   go  as  I    have  come, 
And  if   i  once  look  back 
J  Twill   be  a  stolen  glance, 
Which  comforts  not. 

At  times  my  path  joins  others. 
And  we  walk  a  spell   together. 
'Tis  for  the  nonce. 
The  ways  diverge. 

Ahead  is  unbroken  crystal, 

Cold,    still,    as  far  as  eye  can  see. 

When   I   am  over  it, 

I'Jhat  will    I   tread? 


Si| 


EPfA^SKiNNED,      DAR^- 
llood  C.    Sutler  ■ 


EYED     MAIDEN 
State  Teachers  C. 


Elizabeth  City,   K.C. 


Sep  fa- skinned,   dark-eyed  maiden, 
in  thy  eyes  I    see  no  trace 

Of  a  century  of  oppression; 
i    see  the  future  of  a  race. 

Sepia- skinned,   dark-eyed  maiden 
In  thy  eyes  f   see  no  trace 

Of  bigotry  or   ingratitude; 
I    see  the  future  of  a  race. 

Sepia-skinned,   dark-eyed  maiden, 
In  thy  eyes  I    see  no  trace 

Of  loss  of  hope,   or  faith,   that  war  could  mar 

,  J.,     J  ■  r  or  time  deface 

1   see  the  future  of  a  race. 


S  f  E  C  T  R  y  M 

Jane  Forsyth 

The  blanket  of  black 

That  has  hidden  the  sun 
Is  now  turning   lightei'  —  to  grey, 


U.   of  California,    Los  Angeles 

"'!"is  dusky  of  rose, 

Scarlet  as  bloodo 
f'ow  golden,   bursts  forth  the 

dayl 


)evtf 


OCTOB  ER 


Garnet   Field  -  Southwestern  5-,    at  'lemphss 


Fall   brings  back  the  wanderlust 
That   i  azy  summer  seems  to  still 
And  long  walks '  in  the  afternoon. 
A  path  with  ragged  grass  between 
The  odd" shaped   stones  fades  off 
To  nothing   in  a  forest  glen 
To  hide., 

Light  Winds   inhale  the  savory 
freshness 
Of  clean  cooi   hay  stacked  neatly 
in  the  fields, 

of  spicy  apples,  mellow  ripe,   and 
The  fragrance  of  the  air. 


The  Keawes  rich  red  and  autunn  sjold 

Rustling   unci  erf  oot. 

The  hounds'    clear  distant  baysny 

In  the  field 

Stimulate  renewed  deliyht 

As  sumnie?   slips  into 

The  afternoon  of  the  year. 


MOCTORRE    0F    PEACE 

Mary  Lou  Almeda 

Last  night   I   touched  heawen, 
-Felt  my  brow  brushed  by  Angelas 
wings, 
SC'entad' 'Ike  the«ri.veiy  dew-drops, 

T^iat  nestle  in  tiie  ipfnermost  heart 
Of  the  ff-'dg rant  Vuly,, 

The  stars  spoke  to  me  silently. 
Danced  lightly  'vound  my  feet, 

Their  glittering  gasij  aglow;: 

A  sense  of  exnt  ?  a*  atson  spread  over  me, 

And  yet  a  profound  feefing  of  peace, 
Knowing  tliat   !   was  at  last,   —  As  one  with 


( 


Southwestern  C, ,  Memphis 

t    I  ay  on  feather-fringed  clouds, 
As  white  as  the  nxs  thereof -pearl, 

That  the  vast  deep  guards  so  tenderly; 
Heard  rapturous  musical   sounds  — 

A  symphony  of  sighs. 


■jod. 
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HERO'S    MONUMENT 

Helen  Tucker  -  iJake  Forest  C. ,   •'  C. 

BuMd  not  a  tall    and   licjhty  mount 

io  christen  with  his  name; 
':':e  needs  no  marble  statue  here 

To  celebrate  his  farie. 

Carry  no  flowers  to  the  jrave 

''r  wreaths  to  the  ocean, 
'fhsir  frajrance  is  aut  nau;iht  to  him, 

'Tis  a  pagan  notioHo 

!!e  wants  no  other  monument 

i-edicated  to  him 
Than  to  stay  alive  in  the  hearts 

''^f  all  those  who  knew  him, 

h     SO  LDI  ER»  S     SONMET 

Alice  Earnheart  -  -ttawaU. ,    Kansas 

I'lhat' s  life  that   I    should  treasure   it  far  more 
Than  anything   in  earth  or  heaven  above, 
And  cling  to  it  amid  the  strife  of  war, 
When  all  the  world'  s  forgotten  how  to  love, 
And  only  hates?     'luch  easire  far  'twould  be 
To  die  and  leave  this  turiad  world  its  grief, 
To  have  my  weary,   burdened  soul    set  free. 
To  find  at  last   in  soothing  death  relief. 
Still   could  1    leave  behind  life's  precious  things  - 
Spring's  cherry  blossom  time  and  starlit  sky. 
Blithe  winter's  snow  flakes  on  '.vhite  fairy  wings. 
Or  autumn's  gypsy  countryside  ~  to  die? 
As  day  to  niyht   reluctantly  jives  way, 
:1y  soul  meets  death  unwilling  to  obey. 

/!,  L  0  [\!  E 

"orothy  Thoma  -  DePaul  U. ,   Chicago 

Alone,    \  wai:ched  a  mi  11  ion  stars 

Chained  in  the  winter  nijht. 
Yet  8V9n  in  their  cold  and  distant  plight 

ihey  never  kne'A'  such  loneliness  as  mine 
-ince  you  have  jone  away. 

For  stars  are  hard. 

_  Thei  r  pointy  sides  retard 

ihe  blows  the  winds  deal  to  than. 

'ut   i   ^1  !A'e:--.k. 

i'ly  tauted  senses  shriek 
l.'hen  meriories  steal  throujii  theri. 

Alone,   though  all   the  \Aorld  be  filled 

■iith  yay  and  laujhinij  friends. 
!  travel   by  myself;    it  never  ends 

!his  searching]  for  my  soul  that  seemed  to  die 
T!(e  night  you  v/ant  away. 
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WOODLAND 

Ruth  Sara  Rosenbaum  -  Becker  Jr.    C. ,   Worcester,  Mass. 

Sounds  of  the  woods,  calling,   calling, 
Shadows  like  glx)sts,    rising  and  falling, 
Concerto  of  noises,    all   let  wild, 
Honey-sweet  smells  like  a  jath-fresh  child. 
Hossy  patches,    hardened  sand, 
Rich  brown  earth  from  God's  hand, 
Corsajed  by  trees  of  vivid  green, 
Lifting  their  fingers  of  limbs  so  lean^ 
Mystic  beating  of  drums  unseen, 
'Tis  the  wind  —  oh  so  serenel 


REFL  ECTI ON 

Polly  Setts  3oslin  -  fv'ew  Jersey  C.   for  I'lomen 

To  sit,   to  ponder, 

To  muse  in  stirring  communion  with  nature  and  our  jod. 

Or  are  they  synonymous? 

The  man   in  the  moon,  the  pebble  on  the  beach. 

The  sky  open  to  all   who  will   pause  but  a  second  to  view  the  wide  depth 

of  backdrop  for  humanity. 
The  dawn 
Ever  creeping  up  to  crack  and  shatter  the  endless   infinity,  the  open 

For  any  who  would  seek,  ^^^^^    '"^°  ''^^  "  ^'^'^  '^"'^'^^"^- 

There   is  an  escape. 
—  r'ot    in  clandestine  revery, 

3ut   in  accepting  as  cake,   the  bread  which  fortune  deigns  hourly  to  t<jss 

away. 

G  E  K  i  U  S 

Paul   !^euttenmuller  -  Spring  Hill  C,    Ala. 

lenius  flows  thru  moors 

Shrouds  damp  and  desolate 

Thru  subterranean  channels 

Past  charnels  of  deep  affections. 

At  times  the  soul    knows  moments 

Of  weird   and  spectral   night; 

But  the  spirit  flows  on. 

And  brief  spaces  of  blue  are  kenned 

By  the  cragged  soul   and  del  i neat  ions 

Of  love  trace  themselves  upon  the  heart. 

The  symphonic  them  gentle,   gentle, 

Mounts  and  surges  to  a  powerful  thing 

And  the  faint    images  of   its  tones   increase  — 

Your  heart  whole,   complete,   mine  it  must  be, 

Everywhere  —    in  life,    in  sleep  your  heart, 

Your  heart,   for  Me,   for  Me,  for  Mel 

Then  to  the  despah'  of  Hell  the  spirit  descends 

For  a  lethal   cleavage  of  self; 

The  medula  groans  a  rhapsody  of  grief. 

It  is  wrenched  and  God  seems  nought 

But  an  Image  of  gold  and  wllver  wrought. 

Yet,   the  melodrama  moves  on  with  time's  swiftness 

And  the  spirit  flows  on  till  the  boreal   dawn 

Bursts  forth  through  t'le  shattered  gloomi 
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WIND     SONG 

Florence  Rose  Aubrey  -  U.   of  Tulsa 

Oh,    -he  Wind  wandered  up  from  the  wasteland  tonii;ht, 

And  caught  itself   in  the  trees, 

And  played  a  song  so  wild  and  forlorn, 

On  the  trembling  keys  of  the  leaves! 

And  the  melody  of  that  refrain 
Seemed  not  to  be  of  this  earth, 
3iit    in  some  place,    a  far-distant  place. 
It  found   its  eerie  birthi 

As  I   lay  there  and  listened  it  seaned  that  my  Soul 

Let  an  eclioing  chord  tal<e  flightl 

And  together  the  two,    1  il<e  vagabonds  flew 

Away  through  the  waiting  night! 

So  !  think  that   is  why  when  the  Wind's  weary  sigh 
Weaves  its  warp  on  the  woof  of  my  heart 
The  pattern  it  weaves,    like  its  song    in  the  leaves, 
Floats  off  and  is  lost  o'er  the  dim-lighted  lea! 

THE     STRUG3LE     ENDED      (Dedicated    to    V~J=    Day) 

Howard  0.    Long,   -  U.   of  Tennessee 

Battle  banners  of  all   mankind 
Too  long  ajo  were  first  unfurled, 
How  once  again  this  day  we  find 
The  struggle  ended  for  the  world, 
in  nineteen  hundred  forty-five. 
In  August  and  the  fourteenth  day 
A  breath  of  peace  is  found  alive 
As  millions  cheer,    so  great  the  day. 
But  may  there  never  be  ajain 
Sattle-banners  of  all  mankind 
In  struggle  as  this  one  has  been; 
May  peace  e'er  be  to  all  mankind, 
Let  sword  and  shield  be  laid  aside. 
Then  friend  and  foe   in  peace  abide. 

FUTrirTY 

Dorothy  V.    Gushing  -  Marygrove  C. ,    Detroit 

I  fear  that  I    shall   never  be  I've  never  felt  the  urgent  need 

The  type  to  thrill   with  ecstasy,  To  say  the  sun'  s  a  golden  steed, 

Whene  er  I    see  a  ffammg  tree.  That   roams  the  sky  with  liquid 

To  me  a  tree  is  just  a  tree.  speed. 

To  me  the  sun  is  just  the  sun. 

I   know  a  POET  sobs  and  drools, 
At  heaven  s  azure,  boundless  pools. 
But   it  does  no  good  FOR  ME  to  try. 
To  me  the  sky  is  just  the  sky. 

I  know  i    should  deplore  my  state, 
My  hfe  is  useless,    second-rate, 

But  8t- s  futile  to  protest  and  mourn, 
Poets  ai'e  not  made,   they'  le  borni 


D  r  S  C  ^^  R  D 

rieorgie    lee   gripp    -    li.    of    Califoriiia,   Los  /5nj« 

They  took  iiim  clov^/n  f  ro:;i  the  merry-Qo- round; 
His  ley  was  off  and  his  paint  was  jone, 
lut   he'd   seen  t!;e  sparkle  of  children'  s  eyes 
And  the  shift  of  the  sea  at  dawn. 

They  carted  him  off  in  a  canvas  sack, 

!!is  body  crack ing   in  several   r.arts; 

'kit  iie'd   heard  the  song  of  the  carefree  wind 

And  the  laujhter  of  bright,    young   hearts= 

'!e' d  no  more  place  in  the  jlad,   yay  thronj  — 
A  horse  so  battered  and  old  as  he  — 
•X)  they  carried  him  off,    and  no  one  cared 
^ut  one  little  kid  --  and  me. 

FOR     KNIGHTS    OF    THE     SKY 

•largaret  Jane  Freeman  -  Syracuse  'J. 

Soariny  among  the  feather  tufted  clouds, 
"irave  eajles  searching  fearlessly  for  prey, 
The  battle  wa^jons  search  the  skies  by  day, 
/jid  t!i rough  the  nijht  they  drone  a  chantey  loud, 
"'.  pulsing  song,    a  song  that's  brave  and  proud. 
"nward  they  roar  to  charge  into  the  f ray„ 
To  lash  the  foe  with  fla-ning  tonjues;   to  slay. 
Then  limp  homeward  with  heads  aioof,   unbowed. 

"h  valiant  knights     racing  your  silvered  steeds, 
Vou  wear  the  clouds  for  bucklers  and  for  shields, 
Flaunt  their  w'lite  plumes  as  v/itness  of  your  deeds. 
And  we  look  up  to  you  wiio  claim  the  sky, 
/;nd  as  your  formations  jo  thundering  by, 
lanenber  dark  stains  on  blue  battlefields. 

THE     ADVENTURER 

'"orman   Berkshire  -  3oshen  C. ,    Ind. 

^he  -'orthern  Lijhts  are  danciiy  now,  3ive  nie  the  inountains,    ice-cap 

Tlie  snow  jleai-ns  soft  and  lustrous  arreared, 

t!iere;  live  me  the  cold  seas  of  jade; 

The  soft    rid  un!ieard  sounds  of  night  live  me  the  beauty  of  ice=land 

'rrift  back  and  forth  on  frijid  ai  r=  and  cold 

.-   ,    r  Li      111-    ■  A  beauty  that  never  will  fade. 

ot  for  ne  the  1 11 1  ad;  ^ 

'''or  t.he  ''■iessr-y  of  the  sea  live  'le  the  seas  of  floating    ice, 

These  parts  have  lonj  known    'ankind's  The  shores  of  continents  lost; 

foot,  Let  ".le  wander  alone  in  the  land 

Their  barriers  have  broken  free.  of  white  stone 

^•w«     «  ^-■«  1^    '  ■      J.'  J.I  And  net  "."onder  v/hat   it  •■.'ill   cost, 

live  rr.e  tne  laiici  co  t,ie  north  or 

south.  Let  me  stay  there  alone,   where  the 

The  land  of  the   ice  and  snow;  snow  never  melts 

■uve  me  a  land  held   in  Nature's  And  the  glaciers  roll   ponderously 

hand  ~  "  down; 

live  me  a  land   !  ;;ii.,ht  KnoWc  'liere  the  ics  splits  asunder  with 

roaring  and  thunder 

And  great  crevices  /awn  "ith  a  frowi 


SPRING     HOU  SECLEAN  SNG 

Audrie  ^b^rison  -  Mather  C. ,   Western  Reserve  U. 

'lost  people's  Piinds  are  tidy 
With  little  drawers  and  piles, 
And  all   their  thoughts  s^ked  neatly 
Or  put  away  in  files.     " 
~ut  mine  is  rather  messy 
And  nothing  can  t  do 
For  in  every  nook  and  cranny 
!    have  stored  my  thoughts  of  you, 
'■» 

MARC  H 

Janet  U)uise  Roberts  *■  Otterbein  C. ,    If'este^vil  le,   0. 

I    hear  music  all   day   long:  !    see  lovely  things  around, 

The  windjn  trees,  IjiHjense  and  small; 

Sl<yT  ark's  upward   soaring' sony,  5now,    white  heaped  on  frozen  ground, 

The  timid  breeze,  A  raindrop*" s  fall, 

LaugiTter  as  a  thrill  of  gold.  Farmers  sow inq  new-pTowed  sod 

A  fount  a  i  if  s  .sigh,  Of  rich  black  lands, 

Silver  tones  from  churches  tolled  Steeples  pointiix;  uf:   io  'he, 

That  reach  the  sky.  Tvx)  folded  hands. 

Tl^t    3  1 H  E  S    (Apologies    to    Thos,     Edwarrhown) 

Constance    M»     iJrown    -    Eastern    '''as  h  i  Hj  to  n    C. 

Love   is  a  grs'^voiis  thirg,    Ood  v^«t'. 
Dismal   future, 

i^roken  heart, 
i'lissinj  lover  — 
My  iifiart  has  been 
Spl  it  apart:    and  yet  the  fool 
Contends  that  love  is  myrrh  — 
Lovel  Myrrh!    \^en  tlie  stnart  of  a  sharp-edged  dcrt 
"as  pierced  me  through  and  tfirough? 
l!ow  cou Id   it  be  when  I'm  so  b i  ue? 


-R  E  S  T  0  R  A  T  i  D  H 

Violet  D„    Meubertii  -   State  Teachers  C. ,   Potsdar,!, 

You  var^an  of  this  modern  world, 

Lauyh  not  at  the  shying  blossom 

lllth  frair  petals  semi-devoid  of  life. 

liold  ix)t  yourselves  above  it,   for, 

Soon  a  life-giving   rain  may 

Fall   upon  the  fainting  flower, 

Restorfr>g   I  jfe  to   its  slender  Umbs. 

Life's  young  season  may  give  rise 

To  many  a  creation  and  restoration, 

Yet  the  miraculous  cure  of  the  rain-bath. 

The  fr^fant  coat  of  loveliness   It  washes 

(her  the  bibssomj    Is  nature'^  s  kindly  way 

Of  encou  aying  the  shying  flower 

To  be  the  most  exquisite   in  the  garden. 
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MEMORY 

Fred  R.   Crawford  -  Trinity  U. ,    San  Antonio 

"lemory  has  such  loose  bonds.  For  just  a  glimpse  of  Beauty, 

It   is  well  for  one  to  dwell  on  l^othing  less  than  you  possess,    is 

thought,  worth 

But  many  times  more  better  A  million   images  born 

Is  to  see  the  memory  thaifs  sought.  In  the  mind,   that  one  cartt  find 

on  earth. 

W  A  I  T  I 

^larie  A.   Yoder  -  Goshen  C. ,    ind. 

kn   I  to  say,  Am   I    to  say,  " 

that  rose-less  shrub  that  troubled  skies 

will   bear  no  rose,  will    have  no  boW; 

because  no  bloan  because  i    see 

springs  forth  before  my  present  no  answer  to  my  present  prayer? 


gaze? 
■0,    roses  do  not  bloom  that  way' 


'■jod  does  not  always  work  that  way  I 


He  wrks  eacii  minute, 

3od  works  each  minute,  unknown  to  you  and  me. 

unseen  by  me  and  you.  Mis  matchless  Grace  works  tenderly, 

His  matchless  fingers  are  at  work,           mending  the  rifts, 

fashion' nj  the  rose,  healing  the  wounds  -- 

dripping  perfume  —  And  one  day,    in  due  time, 

And  one  day,    in  due  time,  (We  dare  not  hurry  x)dl) 

the  rose  will   blooml  the  answer' 1 1   cornel 

TO     MONICA 

Church    of    St.     Francis    Xavier,    May    22,     \9^S 

Robert    Clive    Roach    -    St.     Louis   U.  ,    lAo. 

Let  the  world  with  its  passions  surround  us; 
Let  men   speak,   for  they  cannot  keep  still; 
And  thou.jh  sorrow  and  pain  may  confound  us 
They  never  shall  master  our  will. 

In  the  hours  and  days  before  us, 
In  the  crowding  of  year  upon  year, 
Though  grief  and  regret  may  implore  us 
To  forget  t-yhat  once  we  held  dear, 

Recall  that  no  moment   is  wasted 
(Fach  bears  its  own  portion  of  pain), 
That  the  foul,  bitter  gall  that  was  tasted 
Came  freely  as  sunshine  and  rain. 

Let  he  with  his  prudence  deride  us, 
He  of  the  old  western  name, 
:'o  power,    no  priest  can  divide  us; 
•3od  welds  us  and  Love  is  His  flameo 

And  when:  Death,   the  sure  hunter,    shall  find  us, 
And  we  lie  down  to  rest,   as  we  must, 
Not  even  the  black  earth  shall   bind  us: 
Our  love  shall   be  fecund  in  dust. 
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FO  RE  i  GMER 


Lois  Ann  Drummond  -  Pacific  Union  C. ,    Angwin,    Calif. 


Were  i    so  Irish  that  the  singing  breeze 

That  beats  a  trail   from  green-robed,   valed  Wicklow 

t'buld  blow  my  hair   into  the  poplar  trees 

And  !iold  me  fast.     Perhaps  then  i   would  know 

Why  Connsmara- s  hills  are  always  russet  red 

When  day's  end  strikes  them  with  a  vixen  dash 

Of  burninj  jold  that  leaves  the  meadows  dead 

And  finds  the  river  surging  like  a  gash 

Across  the  cheek  of  peat  boy.     Were  I    young 

And  blue-eyed   like  the  singinj  Gael 

Then  I   would  love  this  land  where  life  has  f  1  uny 

Exuberance  and  tears  into  a  fairy  tale. 


WAR     N  EURO  SI  S 

James  Ro    Castleberry  -  liamilton  C,    Clinton,    ^'.  Y. 

I  saw  a  f1  ame-thrower^  s  bloaning  arc, 

I  heard  bombs  scream  and  cry, 

!  saw  blood  vomit  from  com'adec'    Isps. 

1  saw  them  squsrm  m6  die. 

Then  slowly,    a  gentle,    enveiopiny  red  fog 
Came  and  hid  me,    and  took 
Me  away  from  man  who  brought 
These  things  to  the  earth. 


J  EWEL     WEED 


Joan  Kaufman  -  !-!unter  College 


Light- jewels  of  fire, 
Brief  whispers  of  the  sight 
Of  our  des  ire, 

Reflecting  moon  and  light, 
^'ot  weed,   but   hallowed 
Torches  of  3a i a'  s  might. 


! n  earth  long  fall) 

"em- stalks  rise  and  nod. 

The  colors  rainbows,   tallowed 

Pallettes  of  earth's  God^ 
I  n  flames  of  opal  glow 
From  land  with  watery  sod. 


How  may  these  amber  fires  grow 
V'ith  water  lyirig  deep  beloW? 


MOON     DREAMS 

Jeanne  Ann  Porter  -  flarygrove  C„ ,    Oela-oi 

I   wish  I   could  live  like  the  scimitar  moon, 

That  sleeps  all   day,   then  wakes  at  night 

To  watch  the  myriad  scar-buds  bloom; 

That  coyly  kisses  a  passing  plane, 

Then  scurries  to  cloud  her  blushing  shame. 

But   soon  returns  from  her  maiden  flsght 

To  pric^  the  wavelets  with  pin-points  of   1  Ight, 

As  they  ruffle  like  petticoats  snatched  up   in  fright  — 

!   wish  I   could  live  like  the  scimitar  mooni 
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IH     THE     CiSi^MOfrS    MOOTK 

Lenore  Bredeson  -  Winona  St.   T.  C. ,   Minn. 

Lost  d reams 

"■rift   in   a  fathomless  tide 

'^f  uitternesso 

Squandered  creeds 
Creep  to  their  graves 
'■^n  a  wind-swent  waste. 


^1 !  3ai3oth  ::cLau;jh]in   ■•  ''hie 


-i  rst  love,    so  like  a  bird  Just  flyini  throu-^h 
To  spill   your  sonj   in  trejriblinj  seran-des, 
■'10  are  yoti  —  that  your  jlory  never  fades? 
An^  why  do  you  corie  thus  to  be  untrue? 

'''ouHj  heart,    I   an  the  .Jew  on  summer  jrass, 

And  stop  not,   even   in  the  coolest  j lades. 

"eneath   your  r^iiila  and  outstretched  hand  --   !   pass= 


E  :^    A    st:?^:U  e   ci  ty 

Jacqueline  Janes  -  lastern  "ew  ^'lexico  C„ ,    Portal 

!n  a  strange  city 

'A'ith  n.aujht  but  the  i-noon  and  the  silver  road  o..= 

(The  sand  sparkles  a»o   tiie  breeze  jIows)    =,= 

'..'itli  solitary  stars  sprinkled  on  a  filny  jauze  of  white  a  =  =. 

(The  tress  ar;  filic;re^  on  the  slcy)   =  =  . 

In  a  strange  city, 

•;ith  exotic  fon;i3  wiiisperin;]  thru  t!is  ni^ht, 

(The  '-©rds  fall   from  the  stars)   »  =  =. 

I   a;i  free. 


I'EEP     HOI     FOR     YOllTf! 

Louise  ''velyii  "eck  -  '.'ayne  "„ ,    Detroit 

leave  us  our  silly  draatis,  our  iiopeful    sonjs 

'•■rant  us  our  new  horizons-    rsa^iinjj  wronjs 

"sar  not   if  ■^^/e  explore,    heedless  and  free 

jeaf  to  advice,  -jlind  to  reality. 

leave  us  our  faiths,   our  starry-eyed   ideals, 

Trample  the^i  not;   they  need  not  meet  t!ie  test 

Cf  reason  yet,   fortirne  alone  reveals 

;he  ''Drth  or  waste  of  any  'jolcien   questc 

"'eep  not  for  youth=   We  inay  be  rijht'    ''ho  knows 

'!ov-.'  I'Cirlds  may  alter  in  our  stron'j  youn-j   hands? 

/'fid  if  a  burniny  zeal  within  us  jlows 

3e  patient  v.'hile  we  seek  our  promised  laiids. 

We  will   yrow  sad  with  failure,    in  the  years  jrow  wise 

'••elp  us  discover  both  kindness  and  truth 

k'hicii  on  the  far  liorizon  lies  — 

''eeD  not  for   /outh 
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IF 


Theresa  Eisenberger  -  Oklahoma  A.    and  ''1.   C. ,    Stillwater 


!   V70uld  dip  my  winys  in  eveninij  blue 

/gre  !   a  butterfly; 
!   vculci  captivate  the  yentle  winds 

That  pass  the  daisy  by, 

■y  choicest  ecstasy  would  be 
To  flit  wiien  day  is  done 

Off  to  the  west  and  Diend  my  winjs 
into  the  setting  sun. 


MAIL 


[I    E.  Miller  -  Hiami  U. ,   Oxiiord,   '^. 


Throujii  the  jlass  panel 
j_  watch  and  wait  for 
ihe  drone-like  packet-bearer 
To  fill  the  cell. 

Each  day  he  comes 

And  the  white,  brom- speck  led 

Sheaf  he  deposits; 

Then  drudyes  on  — 

Unwary  of  results. 


Twist  and  crane  — 
"'y  universal   neck 
Is  sore  f  roni  bending 
To  read  the  address. 
To  mel 


Fumbliny,    sticky  fingers 

Turn  the  dial 

To  match  the  combination. 

3ore  through  the  weak-glued  end, 

And  read. 
^d  jave  the  prism 
Light  to  play  on  walls  with  color. 
IJinds  or\r\q  white  feathers 
For  the  blue  sky'  s  costume. 
Space  is  shrunk, 
.'Vid  I   an  fjiven  you. 


A  LI  T  U  M  H 

letty  Kally  -  Soutiiern 

I'i.-ie  after  time  1   discover  my  mind 
Dancing  along  with  tlie  wind. 
In  a  strorij  sack   1    snatch   it  back, 
'^nly  to  lose  it  again. 


3tl"todist 


Hal  1  as 


For  my  heart  has  cried:    ihe  world 

i  s  \'i  i  de 
And  alw?.ys  new  roads  to  travel' 
So  my  strait  laced  mind  must  follow 

oeiind 
Dancing  on  bits  of  dream-o ravel  = 


ly  lieart   is  afire  with  a  wild  desire; 

Red  leaves  are  burning   it  dOKin. 

uithout  even  knowing,   a  cool  breeze  is  blowiirj 

The  aahes  that  rise  from  the  ground. 

The  world's  made  for  sinjing,   wild  bells  are  rinjinj  — 
And   I'  11   not  by  them  ae  outdone^ 
With  no  time  to  rest  —  and  no  heart   in  ny  oreast  — 
To  the  top  of  the  sky  I   will    rjn. 

'.'hen  the  day's  over,    in  fields  of  red  clover 
I'  11   lie  down  beneath  a  black  sky; 
And  my  mind  will   unravel  bits  of  dream-j ravel  — 
T'lQi  slow,    at  the  dawn   i   shall   die. 


71 

MUSINGS    ON     A     RAINY     DAY 

Barbara  Ann  Chase  -  M'assachusetts  School  of  Art 

Trees 

Clothed  only  in  cellophane 

Have  no  mot  ion 

As  if  Time  had  stopped  breathir^ 

While  thin,   transparent   rain  drops 

Come  from  nowhere  to  nowhere 

In  great  speed 

Trying  to  get  ahead  of  Time. 

MY     Fl  RST     LOV  E 

Loretta  E,    Diodosio  -  Loretto  Heights  C. ,    Colorado 

You  came  to  me  as  the  dawn  comes 

To  make  bright  a  world  dark  with  sorrow  — 

There  was  no  bugle  or  beating  of  druns 

Slit  softly  and  silently  you  entered  my  heart 

To  make  bright  my  every  tomorrow. 

Since  I    have  had  your  love,    let  come  what  may; 

For  knowing  you,    has  made  me  strong  — 

And   I   am  not  ashamed  to  pray 

That  you  and  your  love  for  me  may  stay. 

You  were  my  first  Tove  and  you  will  be  my  last. 

And  if  the  God  we  both  know  will  not  give  me  what   i   ask, 

I   will  be  thankful   for  your  love  which  I    have  known. 

And  if  you  go,    still    I   will   not  be  alone 

For  the  memory  of  your  love  will   stay  with  me  forever. 

You  may  go  away,   but  my  love  for  you  will   never. 

THE     Fl  RST     ROB  f  N 

Jean  Hubbard  Sharpe  -  El  izabethtown  C, ,   Pa. 

I   was  awakened  this  morning  by  a  pure  air 
that  gave  me  such  a  happy  free  heart. 
Breathlessly  I  felt  the  thrill  of  new  hopes; 
And  all  the  old  refrains  of  Spring    in  its  glory" 
Of  budding  flowers  and  trees, 
of  singing  birds  and  bees, 
Which  poets  have  sung  with  every  new  season 
All  joyously  became  a  part  of  my  very  being. 

And  I   felt  the  good  heat  of  the  sun; 

I   was  contentedly  lazy  and  drinking  tinkling 

icy  things. 
I   heard  the  ping  of  a  tennis  ball 
And  smelled  chlorine  from  a  swimming  pool. 
I   was  beside  the  glow  of  a  campf  ire;    and  a  marshmallow 
Fell  f  romi  Its  stick  and  smouldered  black. 
I  was  dancing  to  gay,   frivolous,   romantic  tunes, 
And  I  was  wearing  cool  mint  candy  cottons  of  daring 

fashion  book  desfgn» 
My  heart  was  pulsating  under  a  magic  summer  night 
With  its  stiars  and  moon;    its  sweet  stillness. 
And  I,   I   wanted  a  new  love  — 
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SOREDTHEROSE 

John   F.    Senko  -  U.  of  California  at  Los  Angeles 

So  red  the  rose!  So  red  the  rosel 

;'jhen  sun^ner  sun  of  June  iJhen  youth's  stilled  hand 

Touches  liyht  upon  it.  drops  blood  uposi   it» 

3o  dead  the  rose, 
'ihen  cannon*  3  roar 
Ptills  it  - 
Forevermore= 

TME     FLYER    (For    1st    Lieu  to     A.J.     Downing,    USAAF) 

Charles  luenther  -  ISarris  1.0=,    St»    Louis,   Mo. 

You  flew  beyond  the  surnrni'ts  of  the  world 

Into  the  dreamy  ecstasy  of  space 

And  golden  wind,    and   rolled  and  swooped  and  hurled 

Your  wings  in  an  exhilarating   race, 

Or  burst    in   instant  symphonies  of  joy 

To  grasp  the  nuzzling  coolness  of  the  moon, 

Or  lost  the  earth  and  made  the  sun  your  toy 

And  climbed  the  burning  drowsiness  of  noon. 

I'fhen  through  the  glorious  high-roads  of  the  sky 

You  play  with  stars  or  rush  from  clouds  you've  taunted, 

Sure  and  swift   as  an  arrow  you  hurl  forward, 

And  feel   f.iijht' s  cleanness  sweeping  as  you  fly 

'lith  gaze  uplifted  and  with  soul   undaunted, 

.'•nd  follow  the  wild  will  that   leads  you  sta™ard. 

AN  AL0^3  Y    OF     LIFE 

"lorothy  Lane  -  Stanford  U. 

Like  clouds,   we  drift 

Arisin.j  frcm  the  mist 

Of  water  and  of  smoke. 

Floating  passively  toward  soTiethino, 

Something  which  we  cannot  see. 

Villi pped  by  the  wind 

Forward 

Until   some  cross  current  comes 

And  drives  us  back. 

And  then  again, 

■^e  muse   retrace  our  paths  toward  something, 

■ibmething  which  we  cannot  know. 

Unti  1   a  just  of  wind 

{The  kinrJ  you  -feel  on  summer  days 

That  blows  tlie  fuzz  fran  dandelions 

And  carries  with   it  warr^th  and  peace) 

Sends  ls  tumbling  on  toward  sanethirKj, 

A  destination  yet  beyond  our  grasp. 

And  then  again 

The  mist   is  gone 

Into  water  and   into  smoke. 

Li  ice  clouds,   we  are  dispersed. 
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TO     A     LAD     OF    MY     ACQUAiNTANCE 

Mona  Spangler  -  Semidji  State  T.  C,  Minn. 

I  bound  my  love  with  cords  and  knots  I   tied   it  dov^n,    and  fastened   it 

So   it  could  not  be  free,  With  fetters  thick  and  stron^j. 

Because  it  brought  me  sad,    sad  thoughts  3ut  you  came  walking  by  one  day, 

And  aching  revery.  And  loosed   it  with  a  song. 


N  i  3  H  T 


Robert  Peters  ~  Ij.  of  Wichita 


HushI   —  'tis  summer  night  ~ 
Shadows  of  the  cedars  wea^e  gay  and 

Mystic  patterns  on  coo] 

Blades  of  waving  grass  — 
Verdant  willows  bow  before  the  brilliant 

White  orb  suspended  high 

In  far-distant  latitudes  of 

The  boundless  heavens  ~ 
Hear  the  gentle  slush  of  the  sleepy  river 

Splashing    (but  so  softly!) 

On  warm  terrestrial   sands  — 
Life  resides    in  every  breath  of  wind; 
Undertones  of  summer  voices  fill  the  air 

(Chirp  freely,   careless  katydidi 

t^en  your  throat,   bullfrogl) 
The  luninoos  f !  ash  of  a  thousand  f  irefl  ies 
Sparks  the  somber  blackness  of  the  timber 

With  a  momentary  light  — 

'Tis  summer  nightl 

Do  you  feel    it? 

SOUL     SONG 

Donna  Blaney  -  Drake  U„,    Des  Moines,    la. 

This  is  my  song,  my  symplx)ny. 

What   is  it  within  me  that  swells  with  a  multitude  of  words  and  beautiful 

thoi^hts. 
And  yet,    at  the  height  of   its  theme,    refuses  to  render   itself  unto  my 

I    know  it   is  there;   the  passion  it   stirs  with  its  melody^^^'^"^"®^^' 
Envelops  my  soul   with  a  grip  I   cannot,    nor  care  not,   to  break. 

At  times  it  surges  to  the  surface  as   if   it  were  about  to  br£af<  forth  in 
3trt  as  i   begin  to  write,    I    starewith  pen  in  hand  ^'^    its  splendor. 

At  the  blank  paper  befarre  me.      It   is  gone, 
'aone  again  into  the  mist  from  whence  it  came; 
Not  ev/en  a  single  note  lingers  behind  as  an  eclx). 

Perhaps  I    shall   never  share  its  loveliness  with  the  world. 

It  may  never  be  destined  to  be  heard  and  loved 

3y  the.mu.fti  tudes  as  I   love  and  hear   it. 

But  still   it  grows  and  swells  within  me  to   imperceptible  heights. 

ft  is  still  my  song,   my  symphony. 
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SPRtMS 

Mary  Ellen  Hartley  -  Pacific  Union  C,   Angwin,   Calif. 

The  sun   is  warm,   the  breeze  gentle, 

It'  s  almost  April,  but 

There'  s  a  wee  patch  of  snow 

In  my  garden; 

Out  under  the  bridal  wreath 

A  tiny  snowstonn  this  morning  — 

Petal   drift  won't  melt! 

RAI  N 

Elizabeth  Ann  Baker  -  C.  of  kboster,  0. 

Rain  on  the  window  Rain  on  the  window 

Rain   in  the  grass  Rain   in  the  grass 

Barrels  splash  their  sides  Children  look  for  water 

Trees  shake  their  manes  In  their  upheld  cups 

The  grasses  lie  in  coolness  The  grasses  lie  in  coolness. 

Salt  on  my  1  ids 
Salt  on  my  1  ips 
Unleashed   is  pain 
Soothed  by  rain 

And  I   1  le  in  coolness. 


LU  ST     FO  R     LIFE 

Uilliam  E.   3ale  -  Drake  G. ,    Des  Moines 

Flowing   in   intermittent  lines  of  grace, 

Cool  breezes  smiled,    lying  upon  my  face, 
As  we  strolled  amidst  the  fresh  of  mom. 

Awakened  to  find  1  ife  anew  had  been  born. 

N  atu  r e  g  rop  i  ng  f  rom  al  1    ab out , 

Rising   in  splendor  to  erase  all   doubt, 
That  life  was  sweet,   gay  and  cheerful, 

That  we  wanted  of  it  our  eyes  and  ears  fulL 

So  we  live  to  love  our  lives  each  day, 

Strive  to  make     he  War  to  find  its  pay, 
Sufficient  to  make  bound  our  worldly  needs, 

To  give  earth  a  chance  to  fulfill  our  pleads. 

'•'hen  this  is  done  and  our  war  is  won, 
There  will  be  rejoicing,    solicitude  and  fun, 

For  the  world  will   have  turned  to  its  field  of  rest, 
t'ith  peace  as  its  pillow  and  life  a  funfest. 

The R  (fore,   we  dedicate  our  earthly  pleasures 

To  those  soldiers  who  sacrificed  their  fanciful  treasures, 
Throngs  of  them  laid  down   '.heir  salutary  lives. 

To  set  upright  the  World  —  and  to  bury  the  knives. 

To  '3od  —  our  thanks,   our  awe,  our  faith, 

To  Mim  weMI   look,    recognize,    and  say, 
That  we'll   please  Him  with  actions,  with  thoughts  and  deeds. 

For  'Our  Father  in  f'eaven'    we' 1 1    sow  good  seeds. 
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STARS 


Pan  Hoffman  -  Webster  Cc ,   Webster  Iroves,  Mo. 


The  stars  are  diamond  buttons 
On  the  velvet   robe  of  night= 
"!"hey  shimmer  and  they  spar[<le 
Hi  th  a  b r  i 1 1 i  ant    i  nner  1  ig ht 
They  trim  the  shining   ruffle 
Around  the  moon'  s  pale  face, 
And  ed^e  the  queer-shaped  patterns 
In  the  cloud^  s  white  filmy  1  ace= 


MY     PRAYER 

Anna  Brandyberry  -  u'heaton  C„ 

Dear  God,   may  I   be  a  zephyr  sweet 

And  caress  his  rugyed,   tear-stained  cheek? 

May  i   be  a  shining  star 

And  shed  my  light  that  far?  — 

Far  enough  to  touch  his  hair 

And  tell    his  heart  that  mine  is  there; 

Then  sweetly  as  lilac,    softly  as  the  dove, 

Dear  God,   tell    him  of  my  endless   love. 


111. 


FOR     WHAT,      AMERICA? 

Jane  Louise  Goodman 

A  hundred  mi  11  son  people 
Took  up  the! -^  a-'ms  to  fight. 
A  hundred  miUion  people 
Siuged  onv/ard,    day  and  night. 
A  hundred  million  people 
Were  kill  ing  angry  foes, 
Thousands  of  them  dead  or  lost; 
For  what?     Perhaps  3od  knows. 
A  million  1  jttle  chil  dren, 
Their  hearts  began  to  yearn 
To  touch  tne  hand  of  Daddy  — 
Some  Daddys  won  t  return. 

They  say  they  fought  for  glory, 

Medals,    ribbons,   bars. 

Bars  for  what?     Fbr  living? 

When  life  s  as  cheap  as  cars? 

Thou  Shalt  not  kill,    lod  said   it, 

Has  been  long  forcjotten. 

Thou  shalt  not  kill,    we  know  iti 

3ut  there  lie  slain  and  rotten. 

'31ory?     Yes,    you  got  your  prize; 

A  purple  heart,    you  said? 

You  are  a  hero,   fellow; 

But  then,  of  course,    you  re  dead. 

Yes,   we  all  were  frighting. 
For  what?     For  this:   Let's  say 
Me  re  st r  h  \  ng  for   ideas 
To  mal<e  a  change  some  day. 


Bradford 


'-lass. 


We  have  the  guts,   the  cou^-age, 
'j'le  have  the  land,   the  time. 
To  falter  now,   to  hesitate, 
Mould  be  an  unjust  crime. 
About  eight  msllion  people 
Have  died  to  make  us  free. 
Let'  s  show  them  we  can  do   it! 
Let'  s  shine  from  sea  to  seal 

Let'  s  teach  our  1  ittle  children 
The  Bible  s  Golden  Rule. 
Let's  give  them  faith  and  fnendahsp, 
And   love,    and  hope,    and  school. 
Let'  s  bus  Id  a  ciean  democracy, 
Just  let  toy  soldiers  fight  — 
For  we  have  been   «n  darkness, 
We  want  to  see  the  1  ight. 

It's  not  too  late  to  change  now. 
It  s  not  too  late  to  pray,. 
For  what?   "Peace  and  security,"' 
A  host  of  nations  say,, 

A  hundred  million  people 

Have  had  enough  of  war. 

And  With  God's  gtace  and  guidance 

Will   STAY  free  for  evermorel 
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LINCOLr^S     STATUE        -    On    3ascom    Hi  IT 

Margaret  Wilson  -  U.  of  Wisconsin 

Tlirough  snow  and  wind  he  sits 

';"it''  quiet,   brooding  thoughts 

The  while 

Youti'i  saunters  by  and  smiles 

To  see  him  think  so  hard 

Wh.en  life  is  such  a  lot  of  fun. 


c  A  r;  D  L  E 

Madelyn  Vanacore  -  St.   "ary  of  the  Springs  C. ,   0. 

Dance  onl 

Lively  spirit 

\n  the  golden  glow  of 

Itorship  ...    Waxen  taper  praising 

My  Lord. 

W  i'  T  H    T  H  E     E  M  D    0  F    T  H  E     D  A  Y 

Rachel    Roberts  -  Butler  U. 

I    love  to  watch  the  dusk  settling  down  upon  the  land; 

Friends  seem  nearer,    dearer, 

ChHdren'  s  voices   ring  out  clearer. 

The  voices  of  the  crickets  that   I   hea.    bring  back  recollections  of  a 

lulTabye, 
And  maiiOf  ies,   sweet  memories,    come  float'i%'  back  upon  a  sigh, 
Like  the  drifting  and  the  lifting  of  the  changsng   sea  s  white  sand. 

A     PASSi'NG     THOUGHT 

Anita  Pyne  -  U.   of  Wisconsin 

"Only  that  which   is  life  and  alive    is  certain,'' 

They  chant    m  ascendence 

Who  genuflect  at  Sctence    dass 

And  sneer  at  the  unquestioning. 

Reflect- 

If  yofjr  god  proclaim  a  future  whet^e  there   is  no  dying, 

"Death  Is  impossible.    Long  Live  Life," 

Would  not  the  t  ast  becane  the  first? 

FOG 

ArTene  Jensen  -  Drake  U. ,    Des  Moines,    ,  a. 

Though  busy  men  may  curse  the  day 

That  shrouds  thes;    eyes   in  mist, 
To  me  it  brings  a  kmd  of  peace, 

As  if  the  world  were  kissed 
By  drops  of  silvery  chrysoprase 

Er^eloping   as  one 
The  slow,   the  swift,   the  pass  son-hurt, 

The  eager  as  they  run. 


80 

MELANCHOLY     (Seal     'larbor,    Me.) 

Frances  Fletcher  -  Stanford  U. 

Painful   thoughts  of  hopes   in  vain, 

Expectancy  known  to  be  false, 

^!o  friend  to  talk  to,    letters 

Which,    either  do  not  come, 

Or  which  bring  sadness  mingled 

With  some  news  of  parting  friend; 

All    lead  to  that  state  of  mind 

Which  fills  the  heart  with  loneliness 

And  the  mind  with  melancholy. 

Look,    and  one  sees  the  trees  and  grass; 

Call,    and  an  echo,    a  breeze,   or  nought 

Returns;   think,    and  there  is  only  you. 

Mo  friends,    no  love,    no  one  to  need  you; 

What   is  that,    if  not  a  wicked  way 

To  be  where  nature  is  so  beautiful 

And  wild  animals  so  tame? 

But  people  ~  there  are  few, 

And  what  there  are  will   not  come 

Seeking  for  a  soul  or  new  acquaintance. 

So,   there  is  nothing  which  can  lend  itself 

To  one  whom  melancholy  has  ensnared 

Except  time  alone,   and  there  is  plenty  here. 

COMPREH  EN  StON 

Agnes  Senane  -  Marygrove  C. ,    Detroit 

Come,   watch  with  me 
The  waking  sunbeams 
Chase  brooding  shadows 
From  the  bosom 
Of  a  sleeping  water-lily. 


R  Al  ri 

Marilyn  i'iollmann  -  Augustana  C, ,    Sioux  Falls,    S.    Dak 

The  streets  are  deserted. 

Lights  flicker  out  one  by  one. 

The  night   is  dark,   for 

Hot  a  star  is  out.   The  rain. 

Which  has  been  falling   lightly, 

Quickens  and  sweeps  down  the  streets. 

Dashing   across  the  tin  roofs, 

Washing  down  the  window  panes,    and 

lurgling  along   in  the  gutter= 

The  street  lamps  are  faintly  reflected 

On  the  wet  sidewalks,    and 

The  leaves  of  the  dripping  trees 

Wave  slightly  in  the  wind. 

The  deluge  slackens  to  a  light  mist. 

The  wet  blackness  drips  tiny  warm  drops. 

Eaves  splash  water  with  gentle  tip-taps. 

The  clean  fresh  night  air 

Brings  promise  of  a  clear  tanorrow 
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A  SUNSET 

Ibbert  J.    Schweitzer  -  Marquette  U. ,   Wis. 

Lord  of  all,   who  onto  magic  pallet 

Plucked  tiie  beauteous  colors  from  the  rainbow. 

k'ith  His  heav'nly  touch  He  blended   all   the  hues. 

Ii'ien  upon  this  vast  cerulean  canvas 

Vented  mighty  power  of  the  Godhead. 

LoJ    From  naught  emerged  a  crowning  portrait 

Fairer  than  the  greatest  works  of  humans, 

Transcribed  all  the  color  and  the  beauty, 

Called  this  unpeered  loveliness  a  sunset. 

Even  3od,   though  all   '"'is  deeds  be  perfect, 

i^eveled  when  this  masterpiece  was  finished. 

HARMONY 

Relda  Jean  Wright  -  C.  of  Vboster,   0. 

The  world  is  full  of  music  yet  untouched^ 

Unwoven  into  some  great  harmony 

Are  sounds  of  nature  to  earth"  s  bosom  clutched 

Which  yet  will  be  an  anthem^  s  melody. 

The  trembling  pitch  of  strong  winds  blowing  trees. 

The  steady  bass  of  rimbiing  waterfalls. 

The  crackling,   turning  of  the  fallen  leaves, 

The  stillness  of  a  bird's  last  twilight  calls; 

A  roll  of  thunder  pealing  in  the  sky, 

The  rushing  of  an  ever- hurrying   stream, 

in  these,  the  basic  notes  of  earth  show  why 

There  is  a  harmony  in  nature'  s  scheme^ 

Essential   jXDtes  are  these,   but  many  more 

Shall  jsdmeday  rjch  combine  in  nature's  score. 

CONCLirSiOtI    . . ... 

Isabel    Ruth  Simpson  -  San  Jose  St,   C. ,    Calif. 

If  you  see  laughter   in  my  eyes  ... 
And  v?1tlx)iit  care  or  thought   I  move 
And  seem  quite  unafraid  and  gay  .... 
Then  look  beyond  .... 

R)r  deep   inside  tfie  tone  is  cofd  — — 
'!"he  warmth'  is  lacking  .. 
And  within  the  heart  ds  old  .. 
and  frightened  .... 

Oh  where  has  gone  the  gaiety  .... 
And  where  did  leave  the  smmer  sun  .,.. 
To  fade  so  quickly,   fast  to  come 
the  Autunn  leaves  .... 

Al 1  must  then  go  .... 
The  passion  soon  «... 
Emotion  flies  and  Time  will   but   increase 

the  fog  of  Winter  gloom  .... 
And  nothing  stays  but  falsity  .. 
And  broken  glass  .... 
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A     SOLAR     ECLIPSE 

Marjaret  J=   Mc'iaujhton  -  Uheaton  C. ,    ML 

I  thought  that  life  could  be  explairred  with  great 

Timplicity,   for  I   was  sure  1   knew  — 

When  yet  too  young  to  company  with  fate  — 

The  universe  evolved  and  'round  '1E  grew. 

I    held  not   lonj  this  egocentric  view, 

For  Time  soon  taught  that  other  people  thought 

That  life  revolved   in  orbits  *  round  T'.'EI  tool 

And  every  ;iow  and  tlieii  those  orbits  .jot 

oo  intemiingled  that  they  brought  to  nauyht 

The  theory  that  ';Y  force  of  gravity 

Had  any  right  to  interfere  with  what 

Another  felt  was  in  HIS  peripheryo 

Yet  there  are  men,   more  aged  than  I, 
';iho  swing  their  orbits  in  the  skyi 

WEIRD     RIVER 

Raiinond  'i    1^'lashinjton  Jr„   ~  L'„   of  Florida 

it  slides  in  edriyinrj  ripples  past  the  w;  11 
'^f  stone  and  coiicrete  boundin,,  the  cold  springs; 
T!'e  solemn  •;;"i0sss>?  droop,    and  wave,    and  fall, 
•ibove  iTia-i  ;vh i  rl  pool  s  and  t  he i  r  c i  re  1  i  nj  r  i  ng  So 
In  dark  swift  majesty  it  flows  alon.j. 
And  "numurs,   for  Its  hearc   is  sad  and  deep  -— 
Through  days  and  years  its  snelancholy  sonj 
''a:;  lulled  the  weary  Porest-kings  to  sleepo 
A  .oroodinij  thing   it   is,   this  ancient  stream, 
Forsaken,  , where  no  man  will   come  to  swim; 
For  drown.id  p.iantaTS  waken  from  their  dream 
Of  death,    and   float  aaove  the  rocky  rim 
'.'hen  happy  voices  die,   and  cold  stars  jlean 
On  er'ipty  vistas  when  the  liyht   is  dim= 

ON     nEl?!'5     YOUHG 

Jeanette  Rubssm  -  Rof.noke  C. ,    Salem,    Va. 

Tiie  younj  blood  that  circulates  tlirouyh  my  body 

^eerns  to  flow  so  rapidly,    so  exhuberantly 

Ihat   I   feel   feverish,    restless; 

.'.nd   I   ajn  aware  of  only  one  basic  fact: 

That   I    jii  al  ive, 

."^^o  much  alive  t'lat   I    lonj  to  release  so-ne  of  the  potential   anergy 

That  tlirobs  t^iroujli  my  every  f  ibero 

I   Kould   like  to  run,   to  be  able  to  feel  the  wind  ajainst 

rny  cheeks, 
And  v/hen  findinj    it  necessary  to  stop, 
I   would  like  to  inhale  the  surroundin^j  air,   deliberately. 
I   would  breathe  deeply,    longinjly  ~- 

Perhaps  becoming   intoxicated  with  the  very  miracle  of  life, 
And  then,    if  by  chance  I  were  near  some  jreen  meadow, 
I   would  fling  myself  dov\mward, 
Letting  my  Virjin  body  feel   tlie  eartii' s  mellowness  all   at  once 
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Ff  0  R  N  I;  N  G 


Margaret  Mattoon  -  U.  of  Colorado 


N'ow  breaks  the  dawning   in   ice-shafts  of  radiance, 
Fixing  the  feverish  tears  of  the  night 
Into  cold  crystals  of  blue-lighted  diamond, 
Gems  of  pale  ecstasy  —  knife-edged  and  bright. 

Strange,    splendid  morningi     Piercing,   white  dawningi 
Ah,    yet  the  rose-tinctured  joy-glow  is  fled; 
Cold  shines  the  rapture  of  soul -gendered  beauty 
Over  the  bier  where  a  stabbed  heart  lies  dead. 


REVERI  E 

Nancy  lue  Spang ler  -  U„   of  Arirona 

We  walked  along  the  silent  streets  at  night 
And  felt  the  kisses  of  a  sunmer'  s  rain. 
We  climbed  the  highest  hills  and  saw  the  stars. 
Like  candles  shining  from  a  far  off  plain. 
And  while  we  felt  the  peace  of  love  and  spring 
Upon  the  breath  of  evening  breezes  blown, 
Your  footsteps  seemed  to  fade  away  from  mine, 
*Til  you  were  gone  —  And  now  I   walk  alone. 


3  HO  ST 8 


Anne  ?4arie  Ganbardella  -  U.   of  Buffalo,    N.  Y. 


Stars  and  footlights 
Hopes  in  first  nights 
The  curtain  falls 
Then  curtain  calls. 

The  cast  departs 
Ihe  night-crew  starts 
The  stage  is  swept 
Where  ladies  wept. 


A  thousand  days 
A  hundred  plays 
The  stage  is  bare  .... 
Ko  one  to  care. 

Now  pi  ays  gone  past 
How  ghost  filled  cast 
There'  s  nought  to  do 
For  the  lifeless  crew. 


DISPLAY    WiHDOW 


See  how  high 

in  the  sky 

the  diamonds  rise 

on  pure-cloud 

mountings. 

And, 

notice  the  exotic  hue 

of  sapphi  re  blue 

background 

drapery. 

Feel  giddy  with 
the  winking  ■ 
glamorous 
sequin 
nd}ulae 


Charlotte  Kern  -  U.   of  Chic^o 

Enjoy  the  opaque 
mysterious  moon 
seductively  screened 
thru  network  transparencies 
in  trees. 


See 

notice 

feel 

enjoy! 

These  are  costume  jev^elry 

masterpieces. 

And  take  them. 

They  are  yours 

for  wishing^ 
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HOC     SOLUK 


Pauline  Wertschinj  -  St.  Joseph  C. ,    Hartford,    Conn. 


Shackled,   earthbound,    sta^jnate, 
''arrowed  by  human  strife 
''an  lives;    say/ajely  —  futilely 
Fjjhtinj  the  confines  of  life. 
Only  tlx)ujht   is  yet  free  -- 
Unfettered,    soaring  hijh; 
Swift -winded  pinion  of  fate 
Cutting  the  depth  less  sky. 


Ill  LESTOsI  E 


"'atal  i  e  ' ".err  \  m  E  i  1  i  nton 


You   ire  t'le  jhost  of  yesterday 
i    have  so  loiij  pursued, 
'.'ou  came  and  then  you  went  away 
-ust  as  a  jhost  six)u]d  do. 


of  Ta !pa,    Ma. 


You  are  t'le   jSiost  of  yosterday 
!   nov.'  no  lonjer  pursue, 
For  I   have  found  you  wanting 
And  at  last   i'm  free  from  you. 


ij    ;-  in    t    a 


Wilson  Co    Denhalter 


T\'«  eyes—  buried 
Fron  ':i.e  future  -- 
Shall   never  ajain   reveal 
"lie  cauptic  thought 
'^r  ihrov-i  forth  a  portrait 
^f  t;ie  acid  brain  = 


;.   of  Denver 

'^aded  retinas 

Ghall   no  longer  register 

T!ie  shadows  riveted  round 

The  heart 

"o  more  shall   they  record 

Loi  images  of 


A.nber  suns  —  Platinum  moons. 


P-     TREASURE     LOST 


Jay  Paul  '-inn  -  DePauw  LI. ,   3reencastle,    Ind. 

The  dyinj  day 
■*]  i  ps  aivay 
As  blackened  sky  sr  sot  hers 
Dark  shadows  into  others, 
''ntil  the  last  absorbs  t!ie  ludden 
Depths  of  pits  'til  now  forbidden; 

The  warainj  earth 

i'ith  cruel  rii  rth 
Swallows  the  dullin.j  snow, 
'.'herein  dead  flow'  rs  tried  to  grow; 
The  Starrs  close  their  eyes  in  listless  flijht 
As  a  ('^rld  fades  into  deepening  night; 


rrom 
Come 
""f  cixikin 
Or  i  n^ i  nj 
Fal 1  i  ng   i 
drowning 


distant  skies 
feeble  sijhs 
,  hreezes,    now  gasping, 
co'J.' r i n.j ,   vvh i np'  r i nj ,    rasp i nj 
nto  crimson-watered  seas, 
'midst  withered  arms  of 
trees: 


!ne  joyless  ph  ^:it 

,':f  dis^ial   niaiit     ^ 
Is  CO  love,    and  tiien  to  know 
Til  at  all   which  comes  shall   have 

to  jo  ... 
Purple-red  ajainst  the  white  ~ 
A  heart  lies  bleedin^j   in  the  snow 

':oni  jht. 
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POEM     FOR     PEACE—  August    i  5,     S9H5 

Virgsnia  l/foodbury  -  L-,  of  Maryland 

The  air  and  sky  outstde  are  blue  and  silver 

And  the  August  of  peace  ss  upon  us. 

Peace  —  theoretlcaily  —  in  the  back  yards, 

And  the  front  door-steps  of  the  wD^fd« 

And  I  would  walk  among  the  stars  agam 

And  watch  the  moon  rsse,   thinking 

Youth  perhaps,    again  has  hope 

And  courage  —  dimmed  so  slightly  by  a  war 

iliat  leaves  a  mesnory  upon  the  minds  of  many  — 

The  hearts  o^  sarie 

The  souls  of  just  a  feWo     . 

YOU     SMi  LED 

l^aiter  3.   SuWens  -  Southern  Methodist  U. ,    Dallas 

You  smiled  —  and  for  a  moment    s   forgot 

That  winds  outside  tore  at  the  mighty  oak 

In  rough  and  hoist-  roos  effort  to  op  root, 

Forgot  the  storm  that   m  my  being  raged 

That  Fate  tore  at  the  hope  with^n  my  breast  — 

Forgot  the  rain  that  fel?  upon  the  grourrd. 

That  lightning  played  w^th  earth  at  hide  and  sedc^ 

Forgot  that  torrents  feiieaf   against  ray  sous 

That  lightning  would  destroy  my  every  dream. 

Then,   storm  within  me  ceased  to  raqe, 

The  sun   in  giorsous  splendor  shone, 

Tne  tree  of  hope,   once  wmd-blown.   stood  serene^ 

The  birds  sang  and  the  flowers  bloomed  sgasn 

k\d  all  things  were  in  tune  — 

Because  yoa  smiled,^ 

TO  Oi^E  Killed   m   BJiTTtE 

Tom  C.   Venable  -  tlestern  Kent^^'oky  SL  T. C. .   Bowling  GreoT 

Somewhere  For  here 

in  the  dark  New  Guinea  jungle  And  now 

A  sniper's  bullet  found  its  mark.  Ho  sadness  of  your  death  can  hide 

And  killed  you.  Our  thoughts  of  you, 

Somewhere  Your  sleepy  eyes, 

In  places  far  from  you  and  from  ;°"*"  qus^  temper, 

each  other  Your  *  nasi:  icyUte  murmur  ings, 

We  heard  the  news,  l^'f  tactless  ways, 

'  ■        ma  yoyr  puns. 

And  we  wept.  t, 

Then, 

Here  How. 

In  the  tumult  of  life  And  forever, 

We  think  of  you,  We  love  you. 

And  we  miss  you.  Good-bye,   boy, 

Somewhere  ^^'^  ^^  ^^^ss  you. 

When  two  of  us  meet  and  talk 
We  speak  of  you, 

And  we  laugh. 
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MEMORY 


Janet  barber  -  Eau  Clair  St.  T.C,   Wis. 


"emory   is  a  silver  mist, 
Starred  with   images  — 

A  jolden  day, 

A  blue-shadowed  twilight. 

An  amful  of  roses,  ^ 

A  child's  happy  smile  c.o  ■ 

?hifnnering  softly  before  •:^)i  sijht,  ^ 

i  hey  fade  away 
To  nothingness. 

OK     LIFE 

"etty  A.  Beale  -  I'o  of  California,   Los  Angeles    . 

Oh  1  ife  Is  but  a  futile  waking  sleepi 
What  strange-  invisible  tie  doth  hold  us  here? 
To  see  the  pointless  maze  our  lives  adhere. 
Indeed  I   struggle  vainly  for  release 
From  straining  bonds  of  earthly  mold  and  clay 
That   i  might  come  to  final  welcome  peace 
And  since  there  is  no  future  why  delay? 
! hat  final    act  must  come  from  me  alone, 
I    raise  my  hand  to  strike;    it  must  be  done. 
'I'hat   inner  pciver  hath  stayed  my  hand?     I   own 
Lacking  courage  to  continue;    I   must  run. 
What  strange  invisible  tie  doth  hold  us  here? 
That  I  should  cl  ing  so  fast  to  life  so  drear. 

DEER     DRI  NK  i  NG 

E.   Bern  ice  Todd  -  U.   of  Wisconsin 

A  shaft  of  sunlight  stealing  through 

The  deep  and  darksane  pin6s 

Fel  1    upon  a  tiny  deer 

With  graceful,   lithesome  lines. 

A  busy  brook  v/ent  laughing  by 

With  dimples  in  her  face. 

The  fawn  laughed  back  and  bent   his  head 

To  kiss  the  virgin  place. 

BRIGHT     STAR  ^ 

Ijorraine  Johnson  ~   Immacul  ate  Heart  Co,   "ollywood,   ^al,. 

How  many  stars  1  iijht  up  the  sky  And  fade  like  the  diminuendo  of  desire 

tonight?  That  rises,  falls,  then  dims  to  a 

A  million?  or  all  the  grains  of  sand'"'--"  faint  haze 

That   !  can  see  and  that  are  hid  from    These  thoughts  that  crowd  my  niind 

sight,  areno  less  stars; 

Or  just  as  many  as  3od  holds   in  His      AlasI    I    lack  the  immensity  of  sky  — 

hand?        One  thought  doth  force  the  ne,Kt 
I   only  know  they  set  the  sky  afire,  behind  stern ^bars 

And  cluster  now  to  form  in  gro'ips  /"nd  '  must  let   it  glow,   then   lade 

tiiat  blaze  snd  die 

If  from  all  these  !   nourish  only  one, 
'fed  grant  that   I  may  choose  the 
■■)  r  I  n i-il  f>r,t    Hun 
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FROfM     EASTERN     STAR     TO     EASTERN     STAR 

Calds  James  Jackson,  Jr.   -  Oklahoma  A.    and  M.   C. 

From  eastern  star  to  eastern  star, 

I   watched  varied  streams  of  human  floods 

Pouring  over  life,    as  rivers  of  strife. 

The  turbulent  rapids  of  diurnal   woe 

f^ake  the  paths  of  humanity  treacherous. 

And  the  mass  of  pagan  torch  bearers 

Hold  only  a  ceremony  in  their  candle  prayers. 

The  celestial   spheres  make  mute  testimony 

For  their  inaudible  thanksgivings. 

I  watched   in  vain, 

For  nature  has  no  equal   for  her  charges  on  earth, 

And  I    am  naught  but  mortal  man. 

AT    MO  RN 

Dolores  C,  Mayo  -   immaculate  Peart  C. ,    Los  Angeles 

I    rise  up  from  my  bed  to  find 
Surrounding  me  a  fog 
As  thick  and  lieavy 
As  you  e'  er  could  see 
I n  you  r  m  i  nd ' s  own  eye. 
And  as  i  venture  forth 
Into  the  swirling,  misty,  murky  dew 
I   hea.    a  ling'  ring   song    it  sings  to  me; 
And  !    recall  the  whole  day  through' 
"Remanber  thou  Eternity  --— 
Eternity  — -  when  you  think  of  me." 
And  \    remember. 


T[^.|S     I*  S     S  P  R  1  N  G 

Bernard  Plawsky  -  City  C,   of  New  York 

This  is  spring  ...  Oh  YouthI 

Bri-^ht  blue  skies  Cast  aside  your  books. 

And  a  fiery  sun  Learn  the  beautiful    and  love 

To  warm  my  troubled  body.  Every  part  of  it. 

This  is  spring  ...  ]^''^  is  sprang  ... 

I'lhere  I   c.  breathe  clean,   fresh  l^^Z:^"^  °'   "' 

.^d  slowly  let   it  es?lpe  How  lonq  we  shai!   possess 

Sijhing  to  myself  -  ■              ^  ^ '"®  ^  ^h'^^' 

Peacel 

This  too  i  s  spring  ... 

A  child  playing  beneath  a  tree 

Laughing  as  she  makes  her  sandpUes. 

I   can*  t  help  wishing 

That  she  were  mine. 

An  evil  Is  forgotten, 
On!y  the  good  prevail. 
Only  the  gay  and  1  ighthearted 
Remain   in  Spring. 
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Lf  FE 

Evelyn  Roland  -  Bel  haven  C= ,  Jackson,  Miss» 

Life  is  a  narrow  pathway, 

between  Joy  and  Sorrow, 

I'ho  snatch  eagerly  at   its  faithful   guardians, 

Yesterday,   Today, 

and  Tomorrow. 


lonel  j  ness    tod  ay 

Lil 1 ian  Toth  -  HpPauw 

no  longer  tender  sighs 
nor  singing  beauty 

but  wrenching  enptiness 
war-cast,   war -molded 


a  groundling*  s  view 
of  gl int  ing  wings 
against  bright  sun 

memor  i  es  trammel  I  ed 
down   into  t  inie 
by  marching  feet 


Vf3KETTE     OF     OCTOBER 

Jane  Schantz  -  \L   of  "isconsin 

Corne  to  the  mottled  October  meadows: 

The  dry-shine  of  jrass  and  the  fluff-weeds  growinal 

10  'vhere  the  golden  wind  is  blowing 

Down  through  the  gold  of  the  countryside! 

Qleam  of  a  wi  ng    is  a  swift  heart -throbbing, 
"brightening  a  mind  grown  dull    and  duller. 
lo  where  the  wind    is  a  wave  of  color 
Splashing    itself  on  the  countrysidel 


SUMMER     HTGHT 

Jane  Avery  -  New  Jersey  C.  for  Women,   *'ew  Srunswick 

The  silhouettes  of  night 

Jut  before  my  eye, 

And  pinpoint  stars  peek  through 

A  perforated  sky. 

Silver  tints  of  moonlight 

Singe  edges  of  the  dark, 

Drinkin;]    in  such  beauty 

1   swallow  one  smallsoarko 


A     WRINKLED     FACE 

Shirley  Johnson  -  'X   of  l''i  scons  in 

What   is  there   in  a  wrinkled  face 

Tliat  makes  me  want  to  smile 

And  say,    "hello!" 

Although   it's  someone  I    have  never  seen  before? 

I   note  the  seams  that  coyer  it  as.  I  pass, 

I'ondering  as  )   walk  away 

If  that  is  how 

I'll    loo!(  when  I   am  old 
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WEST 

Casey  Stephenson  -  L'.  of  Tennessee 

On  every  side  the  snountains  stand; 
Majestic,  tall,    and  mighty  grand, 
With  rugged  peaks  that  reach  the  sky, 
And  far  below,    in  wnder  —  I 
Can  only  feel    inadequate. 

The  pines  stand  guard  o'er  this  domain 
Thrj. heaven'  s  snow  and  heaven'  s  rain, 
Content  and  calni  to  stay  unmarred 
3y  hunian  hands.     Unscathed,   unscarred, 
A  monument  to  all  mankind. 


THEYARESOWROf^a 

Jean  Carroll    Stender  -  KMnthrop  C. ,    Rock  Hill  ,   S.C. 

"I   have  known  the  sweet  tenderness  of   !iappiness 

And  the  swift  pain  of  sorrow  ,.,. 

I   have  felt  the  earth  move  and  seen  stars  tumble 

In  their  mirth  on  high  ..,. 

i   have  sweated  cold  with  fear  and  sweHoJ  with 

courage  .... 

I    have  faced  a  future  and  brou.jht  t!v-.  pa^e  sp"^ 

Pipe-drear.s  of  the  Ci;.  to  life  ..t. 

For  I   arri  Youth, 

But  still   tiiey  say  I    have  nes/ef  lived  ...* 

They  are  so  wrong  I" 

ALLEY 

Harriet  Waratt  -  Wayne  U.,    Detroit 

craCkdresden  eggs 
ngj<edly  vacant 
orangerlnds  sucked  dry 
sp^iral   potatoepeel 
curves  around  nothing 
black  coffee  grounds  are 
dropping   steri  le  f  isheggs 

nauseeyreen  water 
blurred  the  al  ready 
laughed  at   ioveletter 
clock  vcmits  insides 
over  edge  of  barrel 

dollboy  just  unburied 
from  mudsoaked   ruins 
throv^s  stone  at  si  i my  cat 
d  a  i  nt  ( 1  y  avo  i  d  i  ng 
haughty  stenched  island 
of  horses  dung 

papersboardsboxes  lead 

a  twolayered  man  spitting 

phlegmyellow  into  Carrpbeils  Tomato  Soup 

?Does  Humanity  keep  the  best? 
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THECAN^!ON  ^„ 

Ph i  IT  i p  '-'ul tman  -  Al  1  eg heny  C» ,   i leadv  1 11  e,    Pa. 

'i'e  are  the  cannon, 

K'ho  lift  our  heads  into  the  sky. 

We  roar  and  f 1  ash, 

Thah  men  -  far  away  -  may  die. 

We  know  no  law  save  -  feed  us.'  ' 

For  !ie  tiiat  feeds  us  most   sliall    win. 

Feed  and  keep  us  and  let  us  roar„ 

Ue  will   give  you  victory  -  nothing  more. 

I^e  will    sing  our  chorus,   win  and  dieo 

Then  men  will  come  and  sweep  us  ;"»y, 
And  leave  us  to  point  into  the  sky, 
To  point  and  ask  -   into  the  sky. 

REFL  ECTI ON   ^ 

Gloria  lergan  -  "emidji   St.   T.  C. ,   Minn. 

Like  serenity,    swiftly  stealing  Like  the  rush  of  a  irJyhty  river, 

O'er  all,    in  twilight  dim;  Ljl^e  the  brightness  of  li^htriiv^ 
Like  the  echoing  notes  of  bird  calls  and^'suii, 

Resounding  from  hickory  limb.  Like  the  i:;-eace  of  a  sii-sp''-  supper 

Like  the  flowing  esnbers  of  heaven  ■..■■.en  each' busy  dey   is  done. 

When  dayiijht  fades  away.  Like  tne  beauty  of  a  relody 

Like  the  crisp,    new  feel  of  sharpness  ■  nicn   is  haunt  in-    ieyond  (x^iT'^^^  - 

"hich  heralds  iac!;  autunn  day.  'nquellec;,    love  wells  and   surges 
Like  tiie  beat  of  a  thousand  footfalls  jn 

Is  they  ivarc'1  in  rhythmic  sway,  'y    joart,    for  ycu   are  there. 
Like  the  cry  of  a  mother*  s  anyuish 
I'.'hen  her  loved  one   is  taken  away. 


NOVEMBER     I9im 

Mary  ''inton  Vance  -  Connecticut  C. ,    -eM  London 

Sunlight  tliroujh  white  curtained  windows 
Patterns  a  polished  floor, 

Touc'ies  a  red   leaf,    a  coffee  cup,    and   a  gray  stone 
With  highliyhts  of  a  sviarching  song. 

Behind  the  sun  spray  lies  a  ^ray  hill, 
A  rock  quarry,    and  an  Indian  river, 
Stirred  by  the  Howitzer  song. 

In  a  small   drawer  hidden  froiri  sunlight, 

A  crocus  bulo 

Covered  by  white  stones,    a  broken  matciiStick,    and  a  brass  key 

I  s  quiet  — 

Is  quiet   as  starlight  through  a  clear  windshield 

Making  cold 

The  pale  road,   the  hill  curve,    and  the  lorig   hall. 

A  cold  night  keeps  no  time, 
jt   is  measured  perhaps  only  by  — 
The  ring  of  a  telephone  — 
The  faint   sti  r  of  a  crocus  bulb 
Awakening  to  the  last  notes  of 
A  silent  song. 
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FUT t  LI TY 

Elliott  3.   I^Dllman  -  !J,   of  Miami 

The  guns  are  stilled;   no  longer 
"^0  tiieir  monotones  of  deat'i 
'';priry  forth  eajerly  to  encompass 
All   tiiat   1  ies   in  its  path. 

Mil  the  endurin\j  silence 
Will    ixst  endure  for  long;     This 
■Quietude   is  not.   lastincjo     T'le  guns 
.'■i-ai:;  will    shriek   in  frenzied  anger, 
And  man   shall    feel  tlie  bars!:, 
Chilliny  fingers  of  death  closirij 
About  like  ?  final    shroud. 


THE     SEASONS 

Ann  Stull  -  Wdjster  College,    Webster  3 roves,  -'o. 

The  seasons   roll  on  as  -aod  planned  them  to  roll, 
As  each   in  his  place  does  his  work,   then   is  gone, 
'.'nceasing,    eac'-,  clime  knows  tUi^cf.,    even  eac'i  pols,  ■ 

"^he  seasons  rol  1   oi,. 

Spriny  flows   into   owD'er,   then   ■'all    says   '-e^;One, " 
And  gatiif^rs  t  ie  ii^rvest  which  v,?.:-:  r.iirTnsr*  s  .'oal, 
Hlsak  wi^'ter  5t9a]s  ovsr  ijiit   ■li^rin^    co;^e&  anor, 

Tiie  seasons  rol  1  on. 

The  seasons  a  cycle,    a  circle,    a  rf;,o!^, 

infinity  vvri  Liefi  upon    'ature' s  scroll, 

Hod's  rnajesty,    constancy,    shown  to  each  soul, 

The  seasons  rol  1  on. 

CAROLINA     HfLLSiDE 

Rachael   Marie  Jones  -  l-iellesley  College,  -lass. 

White  daisies  splattered  down  the  sloping  hillside 

"Ungled  w  th  Oueen  Anne's  lace 

Like  manirnoth  sno(vfla!<es  shaped 

Treinijle  together   in  the  fleet  incj  cross-wind. 

Deep   in  the  valley,    a  field  already  plotted 

Lias  broivn  and  bare 

3ut  for  twin  haystacks  pointing   up  towards  the  sky. 

Farther  on  there   is  a  patch 

Where  rov/s  of  green  tobacco  grow 

Spaced  by  lines  of  soft,    red  clay; 

A  green  hill   next,   roll  ing   like  an  ocean  wave 

Yet  firmer  and  greener  than  any  wave  in  the  sea. 

Atop  a  hill    a  cow  grazes. 

And  the  tinkling  of   its  bell 

Breaks  tlie  stillness  of  the  valley. 

Past  the  hin  higher  slopes  mount  towards  the  sky. 

Some  are  pale  green,   covered  with  soft,   new  grassj^ 

The  rich  green  trees  on  others 

Make  jagged  silhouettes  ag-ainst-the  dark  mountain. 

I   will    lift  up  my  eyes  unto  the  hills  =... 
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f^JSJESTlC     STARS 

Cora ''acComiac  Drake  -  U,   of  South  Carolina 

Majestic  Stars,   refuTgent  and  sublime, 

Witii  grandeur  Tike  the  lofty  mountain  peaks 
As  calm  as  swnmits  vei  1'^d  with  snowy  sheen, 

More  distant  than  the  crags  an  eagle  seeks, 
Ye  are  enomioos  worlds  to  challenje  our  belief 

That  life  exi.sts- alone  on  this  one  sphere, 
And  t!-K)ugh  anr^yedicts  jeweled  crown  for  earhh, 

Ve  are  -gigantic  orbs  we  must  r  ever  el 

IN  .  Pi^S  SI  N  G 

^L   Patricia  Cronin  -  "arris  Teachers  C. ,   St.    Louis 

A  lengthened  glimpse  1   caught  of  you 
Tonight,    as  on   I   passed  you  by, 
How  strange  that  I   did  not  pursue 
The  haunt  in-]   look  that  held  your  eye? 

!'ow  strange   I   did  not  want  to  stare 
As  I   before  had  often  done, 
'low  i^ueer  I   did  not  choose  to  share 
That   look  which  often  made  us  one. 

This  feeling  of  impassiveiiess 
Has  never  been  with  me  before, 
^he  truth  of  it  --  and   I   confess 
Is  dear,    I    love  you  now  no  more. 

For  youthful    love,    as  time  does  fly 
Will   like  the  locust  —  sing  and  die. 

AN  D'   A    ff  EW     EA  RTH 

R.  Marjorie  Mitchell  -  Syracuse  U.,  N»Y. 

Walk  with  me  through  Apts^ll   now 
And   I   will   show  you  where  to  find 
The  loveliest  flowers  of  early  spring; 
Tne  rich  brown   earth  1s  here  consigned 

To  every  leaf  that  drinks  the  sun 

.*i d  I  i  f t  s  toward   its  dazz  1  j  ng  f  1  an e; 
And  1   will   show  you  how  to  catch 
A  sunbeam  dancing   after   rain. 
And  I   will    let  you  hear  the  sounds 
'^f  Springtime  passing  throu;.;h  the  wood 
Bending  the  trees  to  touch  the  earth, 
Bending,    as  slave  to  sovereign  should^ 
Come  mi.)  me  past  the  'cowering  pine 
Scenting  the  air  with  frajraice  sweet 
And   I  will    lead  you  to  the  brook 
Where  all   the  timid  dare  to  meet. 
if  you  will  give  your  hand  to  me 
And  lead  me  lo  the  garden  gate, 
I,   who  have  never  seen  the  sun, 
t'lin  teach  you  liow  to  love  and  waico 
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PHOEBUSEVOLVED 

Alfred  W.   Baxter  -U.  of  Chiccgo 

The  chariot  of  Phoebus, 

Arisi'C    in  the  Orient, 

'.'an  iiurtl  iny  through  the  firmament 

Itith  six  vvhite  steeds 

!ii  the  van  of  solar  arniies 

Arrayed  with  pennons  radiant 

To  flash  across  the  fields  of  day 

And  rest  at  night.    ' 

A  mass  of  molten  hydrogen 
lieasurable  in  centigrade 
!s  '  nsernber  of  our  ^alaxy 
And  nothing  more. 

SOfJK  ET     O:;     i:  ALF    HQOll     LAKE 

Adrieifi?  Ahlgren  -  I'-ellesley  Colleje,  MasSo 

A  ;jentle  whi -sper  steely  o' ef  M^^lf  'bon  Lake. 
Selov/,   t!ie  quiet  ripplinfj  waters  vie 
To   '^ar  lo.i^  echoes  fro-;  tliv?  :^.Gu;±ains  -iFke, 
Expose"  ^v'y.  sorlful   dviptiiS  t':  fvtarry  shy,. 
T'e  ';ti're  water  f '?!?••  -c  sortiro  ton  .3 
I  ike  dense  oprfire  s  '^or^jiiv   -r^oSer  fcervt= 
Olear  shiK  '  r  i;  ..   :.\r   refler^ts  yr  i  .ht   ''..'i-i  ^stone? 
^f  diarricndfl,    rofracter'     "eaven-isento 
The  ;:Dor;,    o.  silver    J6C  of  r:.:!  i  ^iHca, 
'  i  ssol  vss  t  he  !',  i -j  lit   -ind  ■- .]  •    l:t erii  i t y 
In  empty  pools  of  siiiv'ring  Drill  ianc3, 
As  souln  ar:;  stranjled   in  colti  purity. 
Deep  throbbirtj,    sv/ift  exciterr,eirl:  fills  rian' s  life 
'iitii  wild  et-.Dtion  blincJirg   Fate  and  strife. 

PORTRAIT  af     THE  CONQUERED 

June  'ochenour  -  C.    of  William  and  Mary,    V.?. 

Scone:      In  Allied-occupied   "-ermany 

These  are  the  conquerad;  mark  thern  in  the  street 
I'ow  calm  their  aye  and  how  serene  their  face 
Lest  you  mistake  ther.!  for  some  lesser  race. 
Can  these  then  be  partakers   in  defeat? 

These  are  the  vanquished  —  mark  them  in  the  field 
How  silently  they  toil    and  view  with  hate 
The  Yankee  boys  ivho  von  and  changed  the  fate 
Gf  those  wlio  vowed  they'd  rule,   but  never  yield. 

These  are  the  crushed.    And  thus  a  beast  might  lie 
When  vounded,   '  neath  the  victor  a  sword  that  swings. 
Until  with  double  vehemence  it  springs 
Upon  the  man  v^Ito  dares  to  turn  his  eye. 

Re^^educate,  my  son,   but  'y^^ich  is  more 
1)0  not  trust  t'lese,    v^ho  when  the  battles  cease 
And  all   the  v^arld  seens  pillowed  down   in  peace, 
Are  marching  on  relentlessly  to  war. 
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m     RETROSPECT 

Phyll  is  MacFarlane  -  Becker  Jr.   C. ,  Viorcester,   Mass. 

On  fantasy^  s  bookshelf 

i   placed  your  love,   with  others  past  and  forgotten. 
;1y  flippant  hea?i   raced  through  the  volumes  of  time 
And  sneered  at  the  remnants  scattered  there. 
;>ow,   the  dusty  shelves  of  understanding  are  worn  threadbare 
And  paj8S  turned,    are  stained  with   remembrance  everywhere. 
1   know  net  iX)w  I   pass  each  tranquil   day, 
Perhaps  I   stir  the  buried  coals  wiiere  once  an  ember  lay. 

M  U  S  5  C  A  L     r  N  T  E  R  P  R  E  T  A  T  I  0  i^  S 

Irene  Christa  ffahne  -  Hunter  College 

Trumpet 

Like  a  lonely  woman  crying    in  the  night  ... 

Lamenting,   woeful  ...    a  fierce  hijh  softness  ... 

Echoing  the  thoughts  of  many  generations  of  wananhood. 

The  high  tone  pierces  the  night  ... 

Is  drawn  out  .,.   cr^es  out  as  if  in  pain  ... 

Then  moaning  softly,    lingers  on  ... 

Dies  like  an  indrawn  breath  suddenly  released. 

Saxophone 

The  sobbmg  wail  ...   calling,   persuading  .., 
Like  the  bleat  of  a  lost  doe  ... 
Quiet,    patiently  wasting;  then,    let  loose 
It  reaches  a  crescendo  ...  throbbing, 
Pleading,     Slips  from  harshness  and  blare 
To  a  soft  wheedling  tone,...    silky  ... 
Sighing  ...   asking  for  remanbrance. 

Pj  ano 

Tinkliny  like  a  flirtatious  young  filly  ... 

Prancing   in  the  delight  of  a  new  Spring. 

Beckoning  ...   promising  fulfillment. 

Then  ...  mellow  and  calm.    Spreading   its 

Peace.    Reassuring  and  protective. 

Suddenly  turbulent  ...    roaring  ...   knowing  no  bounds^ 

Then  again,  tinkling  ...   like  a  flirtatious  young  filly. 

"T  he  light  is  still  shining  in  the  darkness,  for  the 
darkness  has  never  put  it  out."   John  1 :;  5 

A  lone  beacon  turns  to  brush  the  clouds; 

Its  steady  rhythm  parts  our  night 

As  bombers  on  the  homeward  wing 

Gl  ide  heavily  to  rest. 

Out  from  rusning  skies  of  blackness, 

From  hell-s  fires  they  have  flown. 

Engines  sputter,    half  a  wing  gone, 

On  the  turret  shot  away. 

Still   they  reached  their  goal  once  more; 

jod  led  their  squadron   home  today,, 

*  The  joodspeed  Translation  of  The  -'ew  Testarnent 
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NUNC     SUPERBE 

Mill  jam  Mead  -  l'=   of  Maryland 

mind  v/ho   in  this  journey  through  yourself 
follo\Aed  t'le  accurate  path  from  sleep  to  light 
powerful   and  solemn  came  and  went  alike 
changeless'  in  the  supremacy  you  felt 
now  you  have  seen  the  iatic  universe 
spl  it    into  photos  you  have  given  ear 
to  talkative  sunsets  and  high  in  the  air 
str3ni3led  the  petty  mysteries  of  the  earth. 
Conqueror  of  fabulous  beasts  among    its  bones 
lies  hidden  what  of  Hydra  cannot  die 
living  —  yet  harmless.    So  forget.   Grown  old 
and  mighty  on  your  travels  stand  and   say" 
Now  I   like  S^eral<les  have  set  these  stones 
marking  tlie  certain  limits  of  the  world. 


SONN  ET 

Dean  M.   Kelley  -  Denver  U. ,    Colorado 

I  came  to  nature  worn  and  tired  and  old' 
The  mountains'    green  and  purple  were  not  clear 
Because  my  eyes  were  veiled  wit'i  city  fear  — 
because  my  heart  was  muffled  round  with  (..old. 
Across  me  all  of  nature's  silence  rolled 
Unnoticed^    all   the  sounds  that    !   could  hear 
Here  city  noises  ringing   in  my  ear  — 
";/  mind  had  all  of  cities   it  could  hold. 

I  felt  that  I   must   run  and  stamp  and  shout 
Until   I  got  the  city  madness  out" 
V9ien  1  hi&d  cried  .ray  troubles  to  the  hill 
The  mountain  silences  were  twice  as  still. 
Th«  stillness  made  my  eyes  and  ears  rejoice 
.  Itjr  t^en  I   heard  the  echo  of  5od  s  voice. 


COt^TRAST 

Betty  Ann  I'^ays  -  Hood  C. ,    Frederick,  Md. 

Swinging  doors,   constantly  moving, 

VIHh  each  quick  turn  a  smoke-filled  room, 

Crowded  and  dim,    raucous  voices, 

Gaudy  women's  high  pitched  laughter. 

Challenge  of  argument,   clash  of  music 

Vnth  dull   noise  of  scraping  feet, 

Battling  fists,   dark  eyes  blurring, 

birring,   stirring, 

Swinging  doors,  constantly  moving; 

A  thud  -.-  Outside,    an  evening  peaceful, 

Srxjw  falling  from  deep  mid-night  sky, 

A  street  lanp  glowing  brightly, 

Making  zigzag  shadows.     All*  s  still 

Except  the  crunch  of  few  feet 

Sounding  rhythmically.   m£d<ing  patterns, 

Quickly  covered,    1  ightly  showing, 

Snowirg     snowing     •=     Outside    an  8venit>3  peaceful 
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A    CONTRADiCTfON 

Annabel   Peterson  -  Willamette  U. ,    Salem,   Dee. 

Ragged,    dirvgy  leaves 

Will  turn  aside  the  spangle-showering  ra^s  of  sun 

That  timble  from  a  morning  sky. 

Only  to  catch  a  drop  of  moonlight  from  the  liorde  of  night 

in  every   lacy  figure  of  their  leaf  designs, 

And  shimmer  there  upon  the  trees 

I'ith  silver  lacquer  spilling  to  the  groundo 

i  watch  this  thing,    and  there  is  nothing    in  me 

But   a  breathless  wonder. 


s  ri    AN    Old    d u  t  c  h    f  a  RM  E  R    S    F  j  E  L  0 
Arthur  Joel   Katz  -  Syracuse  U. 


In  an  old  Dutch  f armer*  s  field 
ilow  steeped  In  cloud  and  clover. 
Some  Infantry  once  cut  and  wheeled, 
Some  men  rolled  over. 

From  this  place  I   see 

llo  momento  of  the  day 

Mhen  \  *fe  was  gambled  to  be  free. 

Sc/che  of  T?me  has  held  its  sway= 


Now,   the  mooing  herd 
Stamps  the  hallowed  earth. 
How,   the  singing  bird 
Sings  of  spring'^^s  rdjirth. 

Time  alone  can  heal 
The  wounds  of  war"^  s  release, 
And  man  alone  make  real 
The  Dying's  dream  of  peace. 


PRCTFUE    OF     A     Di  LETT  ANTE     (Fragm«t!tr 

.%th  JJfrion  -  Radcliffe  C   Graduate  School,   Cambridge 


I'.'hen  I  was  a  boy  i   looked  at  the 

stars 
ar.d  trsed  to  count  them. 
3ut  I  could  never  count  the  stars. 
They  were  too  many, 
and  too  intense 
for  rny  mind  to  compreiiend. 
And   I   was  teased  out  of  all  thought 
by  the  enormity  of  things  in  tiieir 

Infinitude; 
and  seertied  to  stand  on  the  very  edge 
On  anunfirm  line      0"^  ^he  i^rld, 
between  knowing 
and  not  knowing, 
between  guessing  and  gliost -guessing 

That  was  an  age  of  splendid 

isolation  and  unreal  itya 
To  my  childlike  thoughts  it  seamed 
that   incredible  nature  which  engulfed 

with  its  mysteries  '^^ 

was  alone  the  real. 

Every  tree,    every  flower,    every  blade 

was  aiive,  of  grass 

and  whispered  the  secrets 

that  were  wit  held  from  me 


But   I   was  sorne  fantastic  thing, 
conjured  up  by  no  ordinary 
imagination, 
seldom  aware  of  its  own  being; 
intensely  alive  to  its  surroundings; 
wandering,    seeir^,   feeling,, 

And  row  ripe  f.ianhood  claims  me, 
and  there  are  moments  when  I  am 

real, 
and  everything  else  is  real, 
when  !  feel  close  companionships. 
I    long  to  kiss  each  curling 

dogwod  leaf 
and  each  man  that   I  meet  on  the 

street; 
because  1   love  thenia 
The  moments  pass; 

and   !   am  more  aware  of  my  singular 
lonel  iness, 
I  think  at  times  of  those  who 

t  ru  1  y  I  i  ve, 
to  whom  this  rhc^sody  of  life 

seems  logical   and  right; 
and,    a  child  again, 
!   stand  on  the  edge  of  the  world. 
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TO      YOU 

Kathryn  Pender  -  U.  of  Arizona 

.-■s  v/hen  a  learned  astronomer  with  care 
!'ixes  his  powerful    jiass  upon  the  skies, 
.'nd,    lost   in  wonder,   so  becanes  aware 
'^f  stranje  worlds  swimming  past  before  his  eyes, 
And  knows  the  endless   space  at   his  command 
Is  such  that  only  lod  can  dare  explain; 
'Ms  mortal    senses  fail  to  understand 
^'hy  wit'i  this  jlory  comes  a  touch  of  pain; 
So,   ''viien  I   first  beheld  you  standing  near, 
!   felt   indeed  akin  to  this  jreat  man. 
ris  stars,    unlike  my  love,    shall    sometimes  veer, 
Tut  both  are  for  eternity  to  span, 
■y  love  is  such  no  i^ords  can  half  define; 
I   know  skies  are  his  -Aorld  —  and  you  are  mine. 

^^  ATU  REf  S     CALL 

Patricia  ;'olan  -  WeJsster  Ca ,   'Jebster  j roves,    lo. 

10  live  like  the  nymphs   in  trie  forest, 

lo  hide  in  the  leaves  of  the  trees, 

ni  imb  to  the  highest  bird's  nest, 

!ake  advantage  of  summer's  breeze. 

iio  romp  with  t!ie  rabbits  and  butterflies, 

Play  "tag"  witii  the  humminj  jirds,  tooo 

'fatch  the  clouds  roll   jy   in  their  azure  ?:.kies 

before  you  must  bid  your  adiea. 

AemsTiber  to  iiunt  for  the  6(y'K\rop, 

Piemember  to  dance  'neat;i  the  flowers, 

Remember  the  exploring  cories  to  a  stop 

'■;hen  the  forpfst   is  watered   in  shov/ers. 

?o  sneak  away  to  your  antique  abode 

lut  don't  forget  wiiere  the  spring  overflowed. 

3  L  A  C  !(     A  r-!  D     W  H  i  T  E 

Frances  Blissard  -  Bel  haven  C. ,   Jackson,  'liss. 

Hy  eyes  closed  tight, 
And  all   was  black,    deep,   wellinj  black.    . 
My  arns  stretched  up  and  up  and  probed. 
%  finjers  searched  and  reached  and  clinched, 
irasping   hard,  rny  fists  clutched  tijht 
As  steel  on  steel   — 
!   held  iti 
1   smiled  and  pulled  it  to  me. 

I   laughed  aloud 

And  opened  wide  my  eyes  to  light. 

'1y  arms  to  me  i   downward,    dov«/nivard  pulled. 

My  fingers  flexed  and  limply  loosed  their  hold. 

So  strong    in  black,    so  weak   in  light, 

Hy  hands  were  slack  — 

And  empty! 

!   fell  to  earth  and  cried. 
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PURfTAN     IH     T!!E     WOODS 

•June  !.   'ii'fer  -  Brookj/n  Coll  eye 

Oh,    1    have  looked   upon  splendid   altars, 

Laden  wit!';  vfealti!  of  the  v>orld  — 

'olden  Chri  st-f  ijures  counted  on  crosses  of  gold, 

Chalices  jlear, inj   in  silver. 

And   r,le:,d'3r  candlesticks,   plat  inum-bri  jlit; 

Tlie  ricies  of  earth,    cushioned  below 

3y  pearl -seeded  satin, 

Canopied  by  a  hover in:^    ima-je 

•'^f  riarble  and  paint,   crowned  witli  adia-ond,    star-berJeckec 


crown. 


/Vid  I    have  lauyhed  at  tlie  carica'iure  gods 
And   sobered  with  longinvj 
For  a  cross  white  with  emptiness, 
Raised   in  perfection  and  peace. 


AMBASSADOR    OF     PEACE 

John  Eo   Burkhart  -  Riverside  C. ,   Calif. 

To  you,    ambassadors  of  peace.   Move  near; 

P.^iiold  the  broken  furrows  of  the  ground. 

In  plowinj  of  t'lis  dirt  take  care,   this  mound 

lias  shaped  with  love,    was  moist  with  net  her' s  tear. 

A  people  born  to  never-erding  fear, 

•■'it  1  nerves  iMhich  tense  at  noise  of  hungry  hound 

A?  sent  by  those  v/ho  march  with  rhytrenic  sound, 

Ktx)w  not  to  think,    iX)r  speak,  but  only  hear. 

1ov3  slow  with  soothing  peace,    and  try  to  share 
The  strength  of  those  who  send  us  hope  anew. 
Bring  all  you  have,    and  with  humility 
Se;?,ove  the  waste,   and  then  refine  the  air. 
ihat   not  ajain  will  man  attempt  to  hew 
From  tree   its  lint»s  and  leaves  of  liberty. 


"mickey  ideiman  ~  ''.  of  Buffalo, 

"o  bells  ring  on  the  battlefield. 
After  avict'ry's  been  won. 
■b  one  shalces  the  soldier's  hand 
And  says  'twas  a  job  well    done. 

There  are  no  banquets  over  herd 
'Jith  steaks  and  real   french  fries  — 
There  are  no  c!iicken  dinners  fine  — 
To  fill   our  cold,    half-starved    ins  ides. 

Only  mud  and  pain  and  2^^^^'  — 
Follow  the  victorious  fray  — 
Only  bugs  and  cold   and  rain 
Follow  tliose  who've  won  the  day. 

So  to  you  who  stay  at  home 

And  rul  e  our  destiny 

Presen/e  for  what  we  f  ijlit   and  die 

ihat   is  a  soldier's  plea. 
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P5.EM 

SandoT  Sfoddard  -  Sryn  flawr  College 

Stars  blaze  brightest   Irr  the  inoth'  s  desire;. 
hi  s  striving  wings 

light   in  the  dim  confusion  of  the  night 
celestial   fire. 

•■lusic  in  dark  dungeons  of  the  heart 
immortal   sings 

fallen  with  a  vanquished  anjel's  harp 
of  broken  strings, 

!'e  who  perceives  the  statue  in  the  stone 
and  dares  to  carve 

instills   in  Precision  passion  bred  of  bone; 
in  Truth:    his  own  desire 

CLOUD    BEFORE     AUTUMN 

Theodore  Robert  Nielsen  -  u.  of  Florida 

Late-flov^erinj  sunrner,   that  has  sent  the  norm 
^f  dullness  slithering  to  a  sunlefss  lair, 

Late  bla>ming  iTionth  of  red  chrysanthsnum 

Perched   hotly  on  the  v/et  becKs  of  the  hills  — 

Clo'-",',    he aviyl- lagged  retainer  of  the  day 

^f  choked  sensations,    and  slow-::»ant  ing  leaves, 

Lying   in  muddy  air  too  hot  to  fan 

■"'le  slender  veinec!-]ife  droopinj   frorr.  tiie  trees  — 

^■jd  soul   of  sui.imer,    nourished  on  our  sijhs, 

Lanjuish   in  liquid  stillness.       ow  the  sky, 

Stainless    indifferent,    wrinkliny  up  !iis  skin, 

-3crev\'s  up  the  lips  of  heavers  to  spit  forth 

'lie  hour  of  Tovinj,   when  the  leaves  will   falh 


T  ;^  E     LOSS 

Elaine  Sanford  -  Bethany-Peniel   C, ,   Okla. 

There  is  no  heart  rn^-  sou?  can  cling  to; 
■'o  song  for  me  to  sing; 
There   is  no  flaming  dawn  of  beauty; 
Only  dim  remembering. 

My  heart,   my  dreams,   they  all    have  flown 
And  left  'ne  bereft  and  lost, 
'buld  that   I   could  coax  th©-n  back 
Reijardless  of  the  cost. 

'!hat   is  life  to  one  whose  heart 

'as  fled   into  the  blue 
Of  nothingness  and  dark  despair 

In  aimless  search  for  you 

Tjs  said  that  time  can  heal  the  heart 
VJith  powers  from  above. 
Jut  deep  within  my  curtained  soul, 
■^ead  is  the  3oci  of  Love. 


iOO 

LOVE     AT     Fr  RST     Si  GHT 

Alfred  C.    Reimers  -  U.  of  Wisconsin 

She  went  I  know  not  where, 

I    do  not  know  her  name, 
The  thing  that  brought  her  there 

Hr  from  what  place  she  came. 

You  know  the  girl    I   mean: 

The  girl   you  see  but  once 
And  having  looked  and  seen, 

You  love  and  hate  at  once.  • 


"THE     SEARCH 

I'anda  "'oward  -  San   Diego  St.    C. ,    Calif. 

Tliou sands  and  thousands  of  years  now  past: 
Lonj^^r  tiian  now  for  the  world  to  last, 
Far  'rofii  this  world  and  its  stars  so  red 
Far   into  space  and  the  void  I   fled: 
Sed.irg  the  truth  of  our  lives  and   souls, 
Searching  afar  for   its  Iiopes  and  goals. 
Long  was  my   search,    and  al  1   hope  had  gone  — 
Then  1  ike  a  flash   in  the  dark:   the  dawn. 
So,   when  the  day   in  the  west  was  spent 
Towards  my  own  earth  and  my  land   I   went. 
First  of  the  seekers  of  truth  to  find 
That  truth   is  but  the  off-spring  of  the  mind. 


DEATH     COH'ES    TO     THE    OLD     WANDERER 

Melvin  Fried  -  C.  of  the  City  of  >'ew  York 

The  road    is  hard  and  dusty.     Languid  moon 

il  assy  on  the  furrowed  path,    and  very  soon 

The  melting  starlight  will   be  dim,   then  gone 

Before  the  radiant  potence  of  the  pregnant  dawn. 

I   walk,   my  body  weary  of  the  tramp, 

As  of  the  hunger  and  night's  crawl  ing  danp. 

I    rub  the  globules  of  unkindly  dust 
From  my  sore  eyes,    and  then  once  more  a  gust 
Of   laden  wind  flings  new  discomfort  round. 
Cursing  and  coughing,    I   tread  endless  ground. 

Then,   through  the  murk  ahead    I    see  a  glow 
Of  sparkl  ing  moonlight,    aid  now  far  below 
The  light  discovers  a  vast  vale  of  trees. 
Set    in  glittering  rows  of  twos  and  threes. 

An  endless  gardeni    Brilliant,    wondrous  fruitJ 
Blazing   apples  and  green  grapes  —   I    stand  here,   mute 
3efore  this  spectacle  of  fertile  joy 
In  nightly  splendor.    Like  a  star-eyed  boy 
I   run  with  wild  and  soul-filled  All-Desire 
into  the  moonSlghtl    Soon  the  dust,   the  mire. 
Conflicting  miseries  are  gone,    as  high 
In  the  night  the  star -dust  fades.    !^'ow  I   fly 

Into  the  garden  of  splendorl    Pains.-  cease; 
My  long,    long  journey- s  at  an  end.    Sweet  peace. 


lot 


I      3LIMPSED     -- 

"lary  Al  ice  Morton  -  'bl  1  ins  C. ,   Va. 

'3reen  rross,   white  dots,   bespeckled   1and>3cape 
From  the  top  of  a  irountain  riist-velldd, 
A  vast  world  of  its  own  for  mile  upon  mile 
Iv'ith  sentinels  few  have  assailed. 


Charlotte  Corson    ■    ilass.joro  St., 

-'list  ac  all   wi^o  neet  ihe  f^cc  of 

/■.  f  1  icker, .  =  darknesSc  n  = 
-ow=  =  a„  1  ife  no  more- 


'■iriar;i  Lewis  Aiclisiiond  -  o.   of  Kentuclcy 

"^o  us  h'?s   J  iven  for  our  joy, 
Tur  pleasure,   oain,    and  deep  reriorse, 
T!ie  nijlit,    wiiich  jilds  and  veils  tiT?  course 
-f  thoughts:   with  i-aver  to  destroy 
'■ith  sler^f'  tlie  curse  of  p^:;'  r/  ^^  faults. 
The  day,    alijht  from  dawninj's  birt;, 
.it'i  cruc-'l  Apollo's  jlistenin-j  flan-ie, 
^^erides  witii  vencro,    di'i':-  to  shar^'^e 
'^ur  feeble  talents.   On  this  earth 
T'ie  night    is  sw^et,    its  siiin'rii;^  vaults 

Accept  'vit^iout  surprise,   witli  soft  caress, 
"'ir  urrapeatf^d  flijii'!"s  tc  hunanne^s= 


F  R  I  E  1'  D  S  "  I  P 

Vivian  L.    Voussard  -  Hunter  College,    :'.  Y.  C. 

Vi  empty  desk  before  me, 
Anotiier  at  r:/  side; 
Is  til  is  liow  you  'ieserL  fi? 
•hen  the  som:^er  tasts  .-.lotide? 

"'hen  the  fearful   dread  of  failure 
Looks  like  a  dinoal    sijn, 
Then  you  your  friend  abjure, 
'"i i  1  st  !    a  f r i end  must  f  i nd„ 

Tor  wiio  can  jo  through  an  ordeal 
nthout  a  friend  to  smile, 
■nri  wipe  away  the  inward  tear, 
That  seeks  to  pass  the  trial 

The  rocks  of  life  are  like  the  test, 
They  need  a  friend  to  smile,   -•- 
And  when  you  feir,    I'll   do  my  best 
To  help  you  pass  your  trial; 
And  though  I   fail    I'll    not  regret 
For  friendship  twas  worth  whilec 
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FALL 

Maxine  Kaplan  -  Mewcomb  C,   Tulane  U. 

Ivith  the  blue  veil  of  wind  I   have  danced, 
lilould  myself,   twirling   like  leaves 
Of  an  Autumn,    within  Its  cool   weave. 

With  the  bou^h  and  the  tree  had  they  stayed. 
Winter's  slow  onset  ■ — -  who  knows? 
Mot  the  leaves  that,    improvident,   go 

With  the  blue  veil   of  wind.   But  I  knew 
Comes  time  to  be  fast  to  the  rootso 
Yet   I   went    in  an  unknown  pursuit. 

SILVER     AND    GOLD 

Patricia  A.    Vaux  -  U,  of  Delaware 

The  trees  that  yesterday  were  bare. 
Today  are  magic  works  of  winter. 
Now  each  brown  branch  has  become 
An  icy  coated   silver  splinter. 

The  heavy  limbs  bend  to  the  ground, 
So  bluish  white  and  cold. 
Behind   it  all,   the  setting   sun 
Turns  the  silver   into  gold. 


Doris  Kern  -   ^lassboro  St,   T.  C. 

She  stands  alone  where  once  he  stood  beside  her. 
His  face  is  deeply  covered 
Viith  the  leaves  of  many  seasons, 
The  moon  hides  its  face, 
Ashamed  to  see  her  grief. 


DAWN     CHILL 

Doris  J.    Peterson  -  Morningside  C. ,    Sioux  City 

Heavy  laden 

Bends  each  bough 

'Til   every  tree  is  hovering 

Like  wan  f'iobe,    ere  her  tears 

Were  turned  to  stone. 

The  branches   luminescent  ^ 

3ive  the  atmosphere 

A  subtle,    silver  overtone. 

Early 

When  the  eastern  liijh^   first  dawned, 

The  air  had  clung   in  s;.-ft  suspension 

■Round  the  purple  frinjed 

Treetops  in  the  mist. 

^'ow  the  morning  wind  begins  to  blow, 

Confusing   all   the  stillness, 

Chipping    ice,    and  sending  showers 

On  the  snow  below„ 
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WrNTER     NOCTURNE 

Ruth  D.   3uck  -  VJheaton  College,    111. 

The  silver  nxxin  Upon  the  shore 

Aiiiong  grey  clouds  Alone  and  cold, 

llluminee  frozen  water;  I   stand  with  them  at  midnight. 

And  on  the  shore,  My  nai<ed  soul 

The  slim  young  trees  Is  shivering, 

Stand  naked   in  i'.)e  wind.  Defenseless  in  the  wind. 

LOST     Ai^D     FOUND 

Jo  Ann  Lawton  -  Western  Kentucky  St.  T.  C.   Sowling  Green 

!    searched  for  3od  today  — 

I   entered  great  cathedrals  — 

I   1  iyhted  candles  at   huge  altars  — 

I   searched  for  God  today  — 

And  when  I  came  to  the  end  of  the  day  ~ 

Weary,   discouraged,    a'ione  and  afraid, 

I    heard  the  strains  of  an  organ  melody  ~ 

And  a  voice  said,    'riy  child,   come  unto  He." 

OH,      !     CAN     TELL     YOU 

Anne  Taylor  -  C.   of  Iboster,  0. 

Oh   I   can  tell   you,    Love  will    sent    in  ways 
Of  sorrow  blooms  that  yl  inuier  through  the  rain; 
And  Love  makes  flowers  grow  ;rom  soil    where  pain 
Lies  buried,      fn  the  grieving  gardens,    rays 
Of  light  Love  brings  to  make  a  flowering  maze 
Spring  from  the  ground  wherein  dead  hopes  are  lain. 
Where  sadness  leaves  upon  the  earth  a  stain, 
There  Love  must  garden,   must  her  blossoms  raise. 

FAM  f  L  t  AR.  „  .  I  S    T!iE     Wf  N  D 

Mary  Jeanne  Melm  -  U.   of  North  Carol  ina 

The  soft... shy  winds  of  Spring 

Have  returned...  and  pierce  my  heart  — 

Leaving   it  burned. ..wit.,  only  smoldering 

Ashes  of  memory. ..to  call  my  own. 

t^ow  many  years  have  passed....? 

'iow  many  suns. ..have  cast  their 

Scarlet  beams  --  on  this  crazy  world 

Of  vanishing  dreams.^..? 

Stra.ige. ..  how  I   can  remember  , 

Every  little  things   the  smell   of 

Jasmine  in  the  air  — 

Redbirds  on  the  wing.    All    is  quite 

The  same. ..as  any  otiier  Spring. 

Yet. .a there   is  a  strangeness  — 

Even   in  the  silver  rain  .^that  whispers 

Vaith in  my  secret  heart..., 

AIL.,  is  not  the  sarrie^ 


104 

V0YA'5E 

lay  '.'.'itiierspoon  -  Marygrove  C. ,    Detroit 

3eyond  the  tide  of  bitter  tears,    I   wade 
'Far  out,    far  past  the  human  touch. 
I   cannot  feel  vain  fear,    I   wander  unafraid 
Beyond  the  tide  of  bitter  tears-    I  wade 
Far  past  the  things  of  earth,    into  the  shade 
of  those  who  have  given  more  than  much. 
3(iyond  the  tide  of  bitter  tears,    I   wade 
Far  out,   far  past  the  hunan  touch. 


A    Iaiild    dove    KI3?: 

Lois  Ten!) i eg  -  "'arian  C  ,    Indianapolis 

A  wild  dove  hijh  on  a  tension  wire 

Avgainst  the  evening  sun, 

■'igh,   free,   before  the  sky 

Alone,   flaunting  fire-clouds 

Unafraid  of  the  codling  night. 

Oh,    I   pray, 

So  my  spirit  should  be, 

Free,   —  Alone, 

':nafrai'i,    against  tilings  to  cornea 

Barbara  Drury  -  '"ew  Jersey  To   for  -bnen 

If  I  "Dust,   to  I  ive, 

'.'alk  unarmed  arronj  a  tiiousaud  swords, 

I   wuld   rather  so  wal!c, 

And  love  a  moment 

A-.-!  bleed  a  year  and  die, 

i'han  make  of  my  face  a  nask 

Of  my  body  black  annour, 

And  exist  a  century. 

THE     R  A IH     A  M  0    ME 

f'brrna  Jean  I'usher  -  California  St.  T.C.,   Pa. 

l"he  rain  upon  the  roof  was  beatinj 

A  soft  melodious  downpour. 

It  seemed  to  reflect  my  melancholy  outlook. 

As  tears  from  iieaven  to  drench  the  earth 

Each  drop  a  note  of  sadnesso 

Try  as  I  mi^jht  to  penetrate 

This  shroud  of  dense  remorse 

Interrogation  of  my  rnood  ' 

*leems  only  make  the  matter  v/orse„ 

There  is  between  t!ie  rain  and  me, 

At   i  nt  i  mat  e  rel  at  i  o n  ■ -— 

And   in  our  understand  incj 

We  find  comfort    in  eacii  other. 

The  rain  sent  to  cleanse  the  earth 

Of  filth  and  grime  and  refuse 

Is  as  the  tears  to  wash  the  soul 

Of  hate  or  wounded  tribute. 
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SONG    OF     A     SNOWFLAKE 

Doreen  M=   Brown  -  Syracuse  U. ,   N=Y. 

Oh,    I   have  danced  on  blustery  winds  of  winter, 
And  swirled   and  twirled  amid  the  tempesf  s  roan 
And   I   have  floated  softly  through  the  stillness. 
And  seen  the  snow  stretch  on  for  ever  nxsre. 
I've  bounded  o'er  the  fairy  drifts  of  whiteness, 
And  garrbolled  on  the  gentle  winter  breeze^ 
And  come  to  rest  on  lowly  bending  branches 
Of  some  snoivladen  graceful  group  of  trees. 


Joan  Foster  -  MacMurray  College 

Nature  is  a  temperamental  woman. 

Her  winds  scold  and  growl;   cry  and  howl,     . 

The  sun  shines,  the  clouds  scowl, 

Sometimes  she  gives  us  smiling  warmth, 

In  another  glance,    she  forsakes  us  completely, 

And  as  a  woman  —  always  changing. 

SI  EST  A     CALLS 

Keith  Knight  -  0.   of  Illinois 

Whenever  \-m  down  the  Latin  way, 

I  brave  the  heat  of  a  tropical   street 

To  look  at  the  gay  siesta  stalls, 

Kept  by  people  who  sleep    in  the  shade, 

Unmindful  of  even  these  gala  times; 

Oh,    I    am  a  lonely  fool    in  the  sun 

For  I    am  the  only  unsensible  one, 

For  it's  a  quiet  street  when  si esta  calls, 

ABSTRACTION 

Dorothy  Mac  -"ab  Whiteside  -  Art   Students  Lesye,    '".  Y.  C. 

Sorrow  is  the  canvas 

On  which  we  paint  our  dreams; 

The  roughness  of   its  texture 

Absorbs  our  color  schemes. 

Each  daio  of  paint,    an  abstract  thought, 

Fach  stroke  a  dream  creation 

Designed  by  many  sweeps 

of  abroad    imajination. 

''e  have  blended  wines  and  crimsons 

Into  a  flame  of  1  tght 

To  conceal   the  ebon  darkness 

Of  a  st ail  ess  night. 

l^'e  dip  our  brush  tn  sunbeams 

And  sweep  the  blue  despair^ 

Where   is  the  new  horizon 

That  should  awaken  there? 
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AUTUM^i     LEAVES    0  r?     WATER     STREET 

'■•^arty  DieffenbacheF  -  li.  jof  J^^ichlgan 

^!ie  at!tiji?,n"T eaves,    like  wcnen  old, 

:!oj  jer!(ily  across  the  trail 
And  j  at  her   in  stray  groups  of  three 

"^r  six,   then  shakinj  frail 
And  painted  clieek's  they  coyly  pcirt 

To  the  tall  trees  with  hungry  sighs 
And  tell  of  sipping  heaven's  air 

In  rustling,   crackling  cries. 

DR  E AM  S 

Carolyn  Watts  -  "larion  C. ,    Indianapolis 

I   reached  across  the  v»rld  tonight, 

I   moved  the  land  and  the  ocean  from  si-;jht. 

'•■e  were  together  for  just  a  while, 

iut   !    heard  your  voice  and  saw  your  smile= 

We  were  together  alone  tonight, 

Away  from  the  Korld,    away  fran  the  fights 

liters  may  be  wars,   but  SK'eethearts  still  meet, 

■'hec'ier   in  dreads  or  on  the  streeto 

!   reached  across  the  wrld  toni-jht, 

.'ust  to  kiss  !Tiy  sweetheart  good-n  ijiito 

LOVE     l^ILL     Cniif     ?^  ^,IH 

.'.oderson  X    "itter  ~  ^ulane  '-'„ ,    "'ew  "rleans 

"']  ease  ;!o  not  re!:ia:i-3sr  me  as  one  who 
LovoJ  you=    "hink  not  of  our  kisses,   jiven 
:co  freely,    nor  of  our  ardent  embraces^ 
^.:=5!^erijer  only  the  starlit  place? 
'here  we  walked,   the  careless  words  we  spoke 
"^f  things, jiot  ourselves.   Throw  the  dark  cloa!< 
"f  oblivion  over  all   elsej  believe 
'!"hat  we  were  dear  friends  —  no  i.iore.    Deceive 
Yourself  and  laij^jii  your  tears  away; 
Love  will   co!T»8  aga'ia  a  better  daya 

DREAr.  S    .... 

^ernice  3erman  -  "erzl  Jr     C. ,    ChiccQo 

Ira  nany  slim  and  jraceful   Days 
"ave  danced  on  cat-like  feet  of  ''ijht, 
::y  heart,    so  lately  full  of  pain, 
•■j'ill   once  ayain  be  free,    and  ligiit; 
For  you  return,    and  Autunii  plays 
'^nth  dead  leaves   in  her  tanjled  hair, 
And   !    am  in  your  ariis  ajain. 
And   I  can  see  you  standing  there  .... 

3ut   Fate  mocks  witii  a  cynic's  smile 
The  dreams  !   cherished,   warrn  and  deep, 
And   I    aiv,  v^e^ry  all   the  while  - 
I    hold  out  empty  ar.ns,    and  Vi/eep 


107 


mmn  ih  time  of  darkkess 

John  Long  ley  -  ''.   of  Tennessee 

Tlien  I    shall    live  this  quietly  ordered  life, 
•  ieniote,    removed  fron  war  and  cries  of  men, 
And  write  ny  futile  riiynes,    i.mtouch'Sd  Ir/  strifr. 
''ere  my  jooks,    aid  tiiere  my  lyric  pen. 
%  shall    I    keep  whatever  fane  \   jaisi, 
And   lauj'i  to  scorn  all    those  who  say  !   cry 
For  lost  jirthrijht  of  battle  and  of  p?Jn, 
And  e;:jual   place  with  la'ijhirij  boys  viiio  dia„ 
■'et  iow  tiie  stubborn  mind  joes  flashing  bsck, 
To  "^njlish  towns  that  joil   with  shrtipnel    smoice, 
And  Oxford  ir!9n  v/lio  march  with  jun  and  pack, 
!    still   hear  words  a  tall,   gaunt  "ankee  spoke» 
And  oh,    dear  3od,    how  sweetly  swift  and  hi jh, 
he  lean  Spitfires  still   sweep  tiie  channel    sl<y. 


A     SFLEF^'T     CRY 

Jean  ':cClay  -  Otterbein  C. ,   !^'estervil  le, 

-At  times,   during  a  quiet,   beautiful    sunset-, 

I    sit   in  conternplat  ion 

"^f  the  vast  varray  of  things  beyond  rny  ken, 

:'''y  ijnorance  apalls  ne,    and  I   keep  silent. 

Silent,   tricujh  dj  very  heart  reaels. 

Silent,   thoiij!)  my  soul   cries  out, 

"Youth  is  the  time  for  merr>'making. 

loJ      Shout  and  sing  I" 

'^ut  I  rnust  keep  silent. 

Silent,    until    i    have  drunk  dop  of  all   the  knowled:je 

Tu«„  ,,:ii    I    ^««-^l.  -3^  "^-e  universe. 

!hen  wi  1 1    I    speak 

j'ith  a  voice,    loud,    eiid  .clear,    and  everlasting. 

3ut    it   is  then  I    know 

I  must  be  ever  silent. 


E  L  E  Q  Y 

Floyd  Jc    F.    Koons  -  Ashland  C. 

1   weep  for  the  poet  —  he   is  deo-d: 
Let  f lower n  be  strewn  upon  his  head. 
Let  t;Tti  portal   of  the  skies 
Roll   bade  with  symphonies  sublime,   — 
And  from  tliat  glorious  height, 
Majeetic  with  the  strains  that  rise 
In  t'ie  atmospliere  of  endless  time, 
Proclaim  tl.ere   is  no  death  —  no  nijht. 

He  sleeps  —  Heirory  will    not  let   hini  die! 

lie  lives;    an  evening's  twilight  jilds  the  sky, 

He  wat<es  —  evennore  'le  1  ives! 

And  the  breath  he  breathes   is  of 

A  purer  element  and  air 

Than  any  frail    earth  jives:   — 

And  o'er  his  criye  doth  nxsva 

Tie  ?oirit  of  "the  Eternal   -•   ;.e   is  t'lere. 
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June  llilkins  -  IJellesley  College,  Mass= 


I   knew  the  rapid  f  1  i  jiit  of  evil   news, 

!   know  the  ceaseless  speed  of  frijlitened  word 

■Ipon  the  winjs  of  tragedy;    !   know  t'le  bir  ■ 

^i  sorrow  never  travels  noiseless  v^tKXse 

'oining  causes  all   those  wlio  hear  to  lose 

Their  peaceo   l.'hy  then  should  my  peace  be  deferred,. 

'■hy  have  !   fear  of  thinjs  !    hav^;  not  heard, 

\'"\y  do  -oy  risin.j  doujts  fvj  faith  accuse? 

airtly  the  silencj  jut  conf  inns   •■y  tru^'t 
Tl'.at  all    is  v^ell.    "nspokeii  phras-^^s  shout 
'■ssurance,      "^vil    h idinj^?  nove  apace, 
'■o  newp.  is  jood  news,"  This  believe  \  i>iust. 
Sustained  jy  faith  !    shall    not  need  to  douist 
jut  wait    in  liope  till   we  come  face  to  face. 


Virginia  'jL   Vlack  -  U=  of  Chicajo 

A  moving  tide  of  longing  does  sweep  throujh  me 

And  my  desire  enjulfs  rny  reason  there; 
It  jlinds  >f\y  eyes  —   I  can  no  lonjer  see 

■'!)y  I   nust  stay  at  hone  and  not  be  where 
'■y  heart  criefscut  to  be^     All   that   is  dear 

~o    '.e  is  '-/here  you  are.,     '^h,    1   mist  yo 
To  you,   belove(.i,   for  thouvjh  ::iy  body's  here 

7  somI  is  there,    and  1   Koiild  have   it  so, 
'"'ur   .le'iories  jesieje  from  every  side 

:'iiis  tired,    achinj,    still   tormented  mind; 
And  our  well  r.ieaninj  friends  have  stopped  to  cliide, 

"^o  stiy  t!ii3  weary  heart  that  seeks  to  find 
Its  pexe  with  yoii=  All  otiier  peace  has  fled. 
And   i    seek  you,    knowing  you  are  dead- 


A[JTSjn?^     ^''     THE     CAMPUS 

3„    ^vancieline  3uss  -    lettysburg  Co,    Pa. 

"^he  breeze  speaks  softly  to  the  leaves 

And   jaily,    like  a  playful   tease, 

!'o  eac'i   in  dress  of  colors  bold 

Denies  its  one  last  failing   hold, 

'ut  jently  bears  it  to  tlie  j round 

fo  be  by  i'iyri;id  feet  there  found    • 

'y  feet  which  full    asS  wsl  1  belie 

'.s  any  smile  or  tear  or  si.jh 

A  care-free  soul,    a  liof<iesick  heart, 

Or  one  new  struck  by  Cupid's  dart, 

Or  one  on   irksome  mission  bound, 

'^r  lost    in  ponder irK]  tlioujhts  profound 

jray  squirrels  frisk  round  at  i^rk  ne'er  done; 

'.'hile  high  above,   the  smiling  sun 

Looks  on  as  fleecy  clouds  pursue 

Each  other  throujh  the  azure  blue; 

And  throujh  the  vibrant  air,   the  bell 

So  clearly  peals  and  casts  its  spell 
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